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HENRY VIII. 
SIR JOHN MORE, Farnzs To Six THOMAs. 
TUNSTALL, BIisnor or DurRHan. 
DUKE OF NORFOLK. 

BON VISE. 

SIR THOMAS MORE. 

ROPER. 

DANCY. 

HERON. 


LADY MORE. 
MARGARET. 
ELIZA. 
CECILIA. 
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| SCE N En, Thames. * 


Enter BoNy1isB nd Hs NOR. 


' 1 


30 NV LSE. 
ERE vy we take water, but muſt wait awhile, 
The boatman is not come. 3 » 
HERQN - | 0 
A lucky pauſe, | 8 


Let us reſume the ory we had dropp'd, 
And Mare he all che ſubje@ of diſeourſe. 

he NVAiSE, | 
Ay More alone, with now and then a glance $ 


Toward his youngeſt daughter—ber | I meap ,, , 
A3 Whole 
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6 SIR THOMAS MORE: 


Whoſe ſprightly wit has almoſt won the heart 
Of a young Oxford ſcholar, lt return'd 
From ſchools And tutors w/e firſt degret, ' 
To ſteal a ſmile from ſweet Cecilia's brow 
And dine with Bonviſe. 
HERON. 
| "Meaning me, I think. 

BONVISE. 
Yes Sir, and much commending your diſcernmeng. 
Why, to be honeſt, in my ſecret heart 
I long have lock'd a more than due regard 
To ſweer Cecilia. 

BaNvVITs 4. 

Sir, not more than due. 
Were it unbounded, it were all deſerved. 
There is in that ſweet maid ſuch eaſy mirth, 
Such ſenſible good-humour, ſach an eye, 
For ever laughing, and a heart ſo good, 
That could I from theſe ſhoulders, with a wiſh, _ 
Shake off ſome thirty years, I ſhould become 1 
Once more a wooer, and to win her love, 4 
Be iny friend Heron's rival. But ſince Time 
Is ſuch a ſharp and den creditor, | 
J muſt have other thoughts, and leave the tak 
Of fiege and conqueſt | to the nerves of youth. 
Purſue her then. If Bonviſe can affift 
And help you to her love, command my ſervice. / 
HERON, 


A FRAGQEDY:; i 4 


Ane. -b to 47 He) 
I thank you Sir: but. un - bla 
* # 10 1185 0 
eren lad e ee 
I knew him from x au, 
A merry, din a active boy, 


Courted by all his mates, and made the judge 
Of ev'ry difference. I knew him too, 
When, by the int'reſt of his worthy father, 
He was appointed to a.place of truſt, 
Under the eye and in the houſe itſelf - +, 
Of Card'nal Morton. - Highly pleas'd was he 
With his new office, and as pleas'd with him 
The gracious Card'nal. Often would he fay, 
Who liv'd to ſee it, More would one day ſhine 
The ornament and honour of moment] | | 
And ſo he low 'd him for his ready patts, - ! be 
That ſhortly after, From his private pars * vl 
He enter'd * at Oxford, 0 
HERON, g #266, bf 

| | I have druxx 
ere e that very floor; | 
Where More imbib'd his learning. e123 4 

1201. f 
” * 2110 „esd 

One glaſs of wine within his chamber door, | | 
Drank more than he did all-the-years he dwelt there, 
For he was ever|ſpatings/anit ſo dri ; 124 30 


In his refuſal of the grape's pure blood, I 
= a: That 


8 SIR THOMAS MORE: 


That he was ſtyl'd the ſober Rechabite 
And wine-abhorring muſſulman, He ate 
Not nfuch, and car'd not what. And fo intent 
Was his whole mind upon the books he read, 
That he was always plain, and little art 
; Appear'd without to grace the man within. 
Harris his ſervant bought him all he wore, 
His total ſuit, and he approv'd in all | 
W hat colour and what faſhion Harris pleas'd. 
HEN. 
You make me ſmile—but do not paule—proceod 
BONNE. 
I haſten to the time, when, terms expir d, e 
He laid aſide the boy, and gan perform 4 
The able barriſter, and worthy man. 
1 Soon as he roſe fame took him by the hand, 
"T1 And trumpeted his praiſe, that all might hear 
| In ev'ry nook of this ſea - compas d iſle. 
| ſ So on he went, mounted from Rep ta ftep, | 
Fl And gather'd greatneſs like a ball of ſnow 
| Roll'd from the mountaius. He was wiſe and juſt, 
nt Ready and eloquent. He ſpared no pains ' 
K To win his cauſe, and if the cauſe was good, 
| Upheld it like a lion, For the fee 
i! He little tar'd,' and where the man was poor 
Labour'd for nothing. To relieve diſtreſs, - 
And humble arrogance, was alt his win! 
Not to grow e e 
& 1 K 4 0 x. 


7 
A TRAGEDY. 12 127 


|  HEROM-, 
A noble Jiſpoſition, , V ae ant web al 


BONVISP., e 
Tas for this; 1 
All ao had ſuits purſued him. To his houſe © 
Reſorted great and little, rich and poor. 
The city choſe him for their ſheriff's court, 
The ſtill· yard merchants made him twice their agent, 
And he was all-victorious. Hence it was 
Wealth flow'd into his coffers, like the tide 
Puſh'd by the wind into the mouth of Thames. 
He was return'd to ſerve in parliament, 
And ſhortly after that uſurious king, 
Our late exacting ſovereign, made demand 
Of a large ſubſidy and three fiſteentha, 1 
To dow 'r his daughter to the king of Scots, 
The ſullen commons wiſh'd to ſhun the grant. | 
But hardly dar d; and they bad facely Hd“ 
An act to yield it, but that More aroſe 
And dealt about ſuch manly argument 
As rous d them to withſtand the king's requeſt, 
And grant him nothing. When the houſe diſpers' d. 
Twas told his majeſty, a beardleſs boxyr,r 
Had thwarted all his purpoſe. In great wrath . 
He vow'd revenge, and to the Tower ſent, 
For ſome fictitious fault, the GEMS judge, | 
His e e 0 by A, 
| HERON. a 
Wich his boary locks Y-. \ 
The 


10 SIR T. H O MAS MORE: 


The mild Sir John, who at his ſon's ſtill lives, 
And, circied by his beauteous progeny, 
Towards his exit like the evening ſun 
Sinks ſmiling. 
BONVISE. 5 
Ves, that venerable man. 
And tho' no crime was ever urg'd againſt him, 
He gave him not releaſe till he had rais' d 
A heavy fine upon him. Griev'd at heart 
Was More, to ſee the old and waſpiſh king 
Pillage the father for the ſon's offence; 
And well he knew, Toon as occaſion ſerv'd, 
His harpy talons would be fix'd on him. 
So to the continent he purpos d flight, 
But, ere his ſteed was ready, news aftiv'd' 
The king was dead-and all the land at reſt, 
He was not ſorry to be ſo reljev'd, 
And once more with his wife and wad ones 
Sat down in peace. | 
HERON, 9 
What did the preſent Elvg. | 
BONVISE:. 
The PE of Mote ſoon reach'd him, and he ſent 
Cardinal Wolſey, then an humble prieſt, 
To give him invitation to his court. 
He modeſtly excus'd his want of parts, 
And hop'd his majeſty would ſeek advice a 
From thoſe that more deſervd. The king forebore 
To urge him farther; ſo he liv'd retir'd, 
L Tho? 


' OA TWNGEDY. | / 


Tho? warm in his profeſſion, ad bie urs 
Fill'd all with labour of the pen and bend- 


--15 AS. 
Then came che weighty! caufe which ea him forth 
To public ſervice. - 6 F 
8 BDN VIS. 


r 


Tes, the forfeiture 
Of the pope's ſhip, for which he was retain'd 
To plead in the ſtar· chamber, and ſo ſnone 
Before the chancellor and all the bench. 
That the king prefs'd him for his eloquenee, 
And made him of his'council gainſt his will. 
But this you'khow, and r. too Neuen 
Vexes your ear. 


| | wr ig? „ h er ein bd 

Not ſo. eee 
What follow'd as Sir Thomas wn 

| 'BONVISE. ä 

For many years he was fo mach beloos d, 
Both by the king and his unhappy queen 
From whom he now ſolicits a divorce, | | | 
That they detain'd him days and weeks, you ouch, 
To feed upon the muſit of his tongue. 
And when with difficulty he obtam'd 
Leave to be gone, to Kiſs his little nes, 
And ſpend an interval of ſpeetly loye [7 
With the deſerving partner of his ca 
The king would often to his houſt repair, 1 4 
Where he now lives, upon the river's brin k,, 


| WE 5: 4 THOMAS MORE: 


Vl At Chelſea—walk into his gatden—talk 
| Of learning, politics and news of ſtate 
il | Lean on his ſhoulder in familiar chat— 
And ſometimes at his table, poorly ſpread, 


Dine uninvited, 


J | HER ON. 
| F have heard as much, 
iſ BoNvissn | 
'F Then was he choſen ſpeaker to the commons, 
And ſhortly after the bald Cardinal 
Came to the houſe with a few other lords, 
Preceded by his polaxes and croſs, - 
His pillars, maces, his great feal and hat, 
To coutenance a bill depending then, 
And little reliſh'd, to allow the king 
Upon demand, an ample ſubſidy. * 
He came, and out of ſeaſon made a ſpeech, 
To tell the commons what the monarch aſk'd 
*T was theirs, as duteous ſubjets, to beftow. 
But this was doctrine that no ear approv'd.. 
So when he finiſh'd, and with threat'ning eye 
Look'd round for their conſent, ſeeming to fay, 
Deny me if you dare, the houſe was ſtill, 
And not a ſingle member op'd his lips. 
Stung with vexation he could ill conceal, 
He call'd on one, another, and a third, 
Ta make reply or ſecond his demand. | 
But none obey'd him, for 'twas-predetermin'd 
The houſe would anſwer'by their ſpeaker More. 
| | The 
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The ſpeaker goſe, and in an able ſpeech 


Excus'd theit ſilence; ſaid, the houſe abaſhꝭd 1 


At ſight of one ſo learned and ſo wiſe, WT, 
So great and noble, deigning to appear 
Within their doors, could not collect their pow'rs 
To make n due reply. Then with warm words, 
That made his heart's blood mount into his face, 
Bold but reſpectful, pointed but polite, 
He told him that his coming to that houſe 
Was inexpedient, contrary to form, 119 
And not agreeable to ancient right. wo n 
Then Wolſey roſe, and with his face on fire 
Departed muttering. n οον 
HERON, | Fes 
- Hence ſprang it e 
That jealouſy his looks fo oft betray 11912609 51 
Toward Sir Thomas. as acy! wth 
| Zonviee; | bobby by, 


From this 2 


For in his heart he hid u world of ſpite, 144 | 


And has attempted oft to ruin More $77 ny 
In the king's eftimation, but in vam. 
The king ſtill loves him—may he love him long. 

He was his orator on Ardres plain, > 


At Cambridge and at Oxford. Hede I Herb wat 


For why ſhould I relate what all muſt: know, „ 
That More and Tunſtall are but now return u 
From treating at Cambray, and bring us home 


The welcome olive and W peace 
| I Vi 


14 SIR THOMAS MORE: 


I hear the king is above meaſure pleas d 
At the good terms on which we * the ſword. 
If fo, the Cardinal may ſtrive in vain, | | 
More will not fall thro” him. 

| Sw” 

| When comes he 


es: 
BONV LSE. 
I met Cecilia in my morning's walks, 


She ſhew'd me then a letter, where he ſaid, ir ? 
If nothing hinder'd he. thould fleep to night 4 
In his own houſe at Chelſea. Lo! the boat. 
Come and F'll ſhew you all the wealth, he owns. 
Blooming Eliza ſhall delight your ear 
With her ſoft flowing ſong, and you ſhall ſee 
The humble Margaret, her father's pride, 
The pattern of a mother gon to heaven. 
But look and love not, for the maid. is won, 
And wedded. Happy Roper ! Neither hope | 
Charming Eliza ſhall. be ever thine. 
Her heart is DNaney's,, and his heart is her's. 
Cecilia yet loves none, reſetvy d perhaps 1114 cd bn / 
For my friend Heron. And believe c by ah on] 
Heron is ſurely, happy if he wins her.. 
Nature has made them all to be admir d, 
To be belov'd. And each ſubduing grace 
Which nature gave the father has improv'd, 
Gently conducting their obedient minds 
Into the paths of virtue, truth, and knowledge. 
Come let's away, we. make the boat- man wait. N 
5 8 Exeunt. 
* SCENE 


SOA TRAGE DT. us 
SCENE changes t6 SR Tomas Menz's L1Branv. 
MARGARET is W er gase 
Cecilia looking” one. iy 1 ehe 
ene. | 
Better and better. Sure we ſhall at laſt , 
Paint nature as ſhe is. That roſebud there 
Tempts me to ſtnell to ĩt. That ſhow-drop files 
Like Chriſtmas bounty—andthat jaſmine ſprig, | 
I long to pluck it—with the bunch of pinks & 
"I would make a noſegay worthy « of the querin. 
Indeed Eliza we ſhall foon excel: - | 
Practice has won us Half the painter's art. 
1 think within a day or two at moſt, 
To paint my father's picture with my needle " 
As welt as Holbein with Nis bruſh and paltet-. 
Heav'ns how you frown! Since Dancy left the room 
I have not ſeen one ſmilt- upon your cheek; A 
Nor heard one ſyllable eſcape your lips. * 
Be not ſo grave and ſerious. Ohe would think 
There was as much devotion in your work 
As Marg'rets book, and half her page, I'll ſwear, 
Is not obſerved, Her thoughts are all abroad 


Dancing attendance at her buſhand's heels Le” 


Pray what's the ſubjeQ-Marg'ret./ See ſhe's hes 
She's faſt aſleep and all hen dream is Roper. 


Well, if you will be grave, PII walk alone, 


And get a ſweet-heart to bs dull as you. 
Dear Ladies, fare ye well. How ſtrong is lone 
To 


— 


| hs. — 
= oy . 7 NF. 
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16 SIR THOMAS MORE: 


To bind in fetters e'en a woman's tongue ! 

I wiſh my father may come home to night. 

So, ſo, my Lady Alice, are you there ? 

Ladies, I leave you to your ſtep- mamma. Exit.) 

Enter Lavy More. . 
LADY MORE. 
What, reading {till my daughters, ſtill at work? 
So much confinement will impair your health, 
I was all action when as young as you. 
What will your father think, if he returns 
And finds us all ſo idle, and our houſe 
So ill prepar'd. Come, lay afide your book, 

And meet me in the hall without delay. Exit.) 
5 ELIZA, riſing... 
O my dear Marg'ret, how tormenting tis 
Thus to forſake the happy thoughts we feed, 
And wander by compulſion. All your mind 
| Has been employ'd on Roper and my n. 
All mine . 


Margannt. 
On Dancy. 
ELIZA. * 
Yes, and I deſire, 
Ere we are ſunder d, and my father comes, 
To aſk you one ſhort queſtion. 
| MARGARET. . 
Let me hear it. 
E LISA. 
Anſwer me truly, and if ought be done 


That 


' % r 
1 
® * / 


1A TRAGEDY, |, + 4,17, 
That needs correction, let thy gentle tongue 


Spare not to cenſure me. „ 1 sann «by. Me 
MARGARET: yo 
Why fears thy heart? 


Diſburthen all thy ſoul. Its ſecret hopes 
Shall be as ſafely lock'd in Marg'ret's breaſt 
As Marg ret's once in thine, We were as twins 
E'en from the cradle, and Eliza's; tongue 6:26 0.24 
Never till now was backward to reveal 
The ſecret paſhon of her we # T 
To my attentive car. fr 2 1 da tc 38 
a E LIZ A. It 
| be 34 / Nor,will he or: 
Tho! willing to conceal what all perceive, | 
Her love for Dancy. Will my: fun think 70 
Will he Nn 2; 400233346 07 wb; 6 
4 A Un r 920 of 
"I Thy loye fax. Done 2. You, | 
There is in n Daney ſuch a lib'ral mind, 
Such knowledge aud ſuch virtue, ſuch an 
To outward.decency aud inward worth, | 
How can he but approve ? Pre heard him Gets 
In terms of extacy of that good youth, 
And tell our brother John to copy him. 
There is but one thing can prevent thy wiſh, 
He is a younger ſon, and fortune's hand / Ha 57 
Beſtow'd no ample means upon his father, 5 1 
'ELIZ A. | 4 
Ay, there" s my fear. The want of wealth alone 
B 


18 SIR THOMAS MORE: 


May prove a barrier to Eliza's love, 


And make her aſk in vain her father's leave. 


Ah! ſhe will not obtain it, 
MARGARET. 
Be not ſad. 
AK it at yeaſt. Our father is moſt kind, 


And often has remov'd the thing we fear d, 
To help us to our wiſh. So will he now. 


1 11 12 A. 
I wiſh 'twere poſſible. But, ſuch a rock 


Is want of money, in the way of love, 
I fear to aſk it. It would grieve his heart 
Not to remove the obſtacle we dread. 

MARGARET. 

Then let me aſk it 3 for my own ſucceſs 
Was due to interceſſion made by thee, 
When I was lov'd as thou art. I will aſk, 
And may my . earn the meed \ we wiſh, 
E L 12 A4. | 


Thanks, my dear friend. I ow'd you much before. 


Do this, and I ſhall owe you all. Succeed, 
And how ſhall I requite you ? 
MARGARET, 


» 


Say no- more; 1 
T (Exeunt,) 


/ 


j * 
9 4 


TNA DT. 09 


SCENE changes ie SM Two Moiz's Gaivzs. 
Six Joux Mok 7s diſcovered Fitting on a Garten- 


ſeat. To him enters CECILIA. | Wer . 1 eee 
1 JOHN. 
Who's there ? Cecilia? N 
Dan Ne Ener. 1 Dude 
* tis Yes, Sr. ; | 
Wen nenn. * 
Where's your tongue 
It is not us'd to make ſuch ſhort replies. 
rA. 
No, N but 1 am buſy.” 
31K 10 RN. 


n- e = 
ne 6/2; . c 1 

A little anion, that round my glove; 

And up and down to ev'ry finger's tip: 

Has travelf'd'merrily, and travels till” on 

Tho? it has wings to fly. What its name is . 

With learned men I know not. unn. Hae? 


Call ag. ry: OY T1 8 
—— Jo nn 
Door harmleſs thing, 
Save it. 


G  excitra” 404 þ -:7 | 43/ [ 

I would not hurt ir for the world. 

Its prettineſs ſays, ſpare me, and it bears 
Armour ſo beautiful upon its back, 


* * n | "os 


1 | 


20 SIR -THOMMUASBTMWORE: 


_I.could not, injure it to be a queen. | A192 


Look, Sir, its ooat is ſcarlet dropp d. with jet. 


Its eyes pure ivorx. 8 


8 IR. JOHN, 

Child, I am. blind a 
To objects ſo minute. I know it well. 
"Tis the companion of the waning year, 
And lives among the bloſſoms of the hop. 
It has fine ſilken wings . cloſe 
Under that coat of mali. 

0041 * 
J ſee them, Sir. T 

For it anfick them now. Tis up and gone. 
But here, Hir, in my leſt hand I have lock'd 
A pris'ner ſtill more beauteous. Tis a moth. 
I found it on a roſp- leaf. It has wings, / 
Dappled with grey and jet, — + 1 
Sleeps in a ſuit of ſrarlet. No, it ae 
I feel it move. Tis eager to be gone. wt" 


Shall I diſmiſs it? on ent Loire! nN. 
| $1" ound 1 
By all means. 
lod i EBCTILA A. | 
"Tis gone, 
And has left half the beauties. of its "_ 
In duſt upon my glove. 
IR Jo RX. 


Ay, deauty's vreck 


os ſoon  accomplih'd of created things 
Nothing 


1 1 S1TROGRDY- 1» a 


Nothing was Huiſth' q with, a tool ſo nice ben 231613 
As the math's wing: I cover d. with fing rf: 
'Tis cloathed in feathers 1g the quickeſs e 
Hardly, pereegtible.,, Met ons flight zept 
Defaces all. E womap's beanty flies, 1 towan 10 
Bruſh'd by the hand af ſprrom gr an 1254 
Eſcapes it theſe . Ag will got let it pa. 
It falls a victim t the theft of time 
And there is nothing peng spd ge vas 0A 
But goodneſs. I have liy'd, Cegilia, long. 
Tis almoſt ten years fince I ſaw fourſcore. 
Experience tells me beauty is a hdg. 111 F 
And all the pride of youth a motping — 
Will you he taught to be for ever fair, 
Spite of old age and wrinkles } then be:goods ; 
S ECAILIXA. 14 
Dear Sir, I will ; if you'll inſtruct me ho-... 
For nature made m with a an of Ho 
And ſent me to the world ſo ill endaw-ed 1 1 | 1 
The eye of man o'gplagks me, None I win, , | 
Becauſe I want-Eliza's lively bloom | 
And Marg'rets modeſty. Will goodneſs, e It 
Atone the loſs of theſe? ? 4k 14 
; sin JOHN x 1 ey 
n NC Ay, — 4 oul | 
ov. + af CILIA, 
Then, Sir, if I five Yonge leave, ne your's. 1 = | a 4 
IR JOHN, | | 
Thou wilt not walt it, were ſt more man tis. A) 
{ 4 1 1 . 
Beides, our virtues are not * to gives 


B 3 Eſtates + \ | 


22 SIR THOMAS MORE: 
Eſtates and chattels may from fire to ſon 
Deſcend by will, but goodneſs none inherits. 
"Tis the peculiar beauty of the foul 
And with it flies to heav'n,” It muſt be won, 
Or never worn. Thy own induſttious hand 
' Muſt earn it with much labour. Tis the meed 
And golden wages of habitual merit, | 
Which riſes early to an engleſs taſk; 
And leaves it late at night. | 
| 'C'ECILIA. | 
What nil] dear Sir * 
Tell me, and PI * it. | 
Wis Wi | ones 
'Tis . 
Do as thy father bids thee, twill proceed. - 
\ E LIA. 

I wiſh he was at home. Sir, will you walk, 
| Ae A eee * yok 
I think he'll come by water. 242 | 

'$IR JOHN. 
- Go before. 
I'll follow afrer with what ſpeed I can. 
CECILIA, | 
No, Sir, we'll go together. Here's your ia. 
The other hand ſhall reſt upon my ara. (Exeunt.) 


SH 


| SCENE changes to 4 rare] Projper. Enter Lavyy 
Monk, Manc ARET, and EL 124. 


Where did you. leave Cecilia ? ; 8 : 112 1 
| M A R- 


RR 


% 
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ue. N e 
ob brig! otts 1 8 702 
And my se derts e frag abel . 
Converſing with Sir John. She Joves to atk; 
And he her ready judgment loves to bear. 


ii TE 
Well, ſtay awhile, and there we will ann 


I muft a moment leave ou. (Ra) 
Fuel = Ea £ 

; Many thanks N 

I owe thee Margaret, for thy kind concern 

And friendly conſolation. f 

MARGARET, 8 6 BN . 


Name it not. 
Some one approaches. Is not this the road 
Moſt uſual with our father? 
E12 A. 
So I think, 
And, if my eyes are good, I ſee him now. 
| MARGARET. | 
Surely 'tis he—let's meet him—yes, tis hes). 
Lo! he has ſpied us, and diſmounts to meet us. | 
(Tho go out and return again 40 
with Sin Tnon4s.) 5 
$1R THOMAS. 2 
What! ſtill together? Ere I went from home | 


I gave this hand to Roper, yet it hangs © \ 4 1 
Still on its old ſupport, Eliza's arm. N 
How does my Marg'ret ? Child, thy fruitful eye F 

5 B 4 wear. 


24 SIR THOMAS MORE: 
Wept much at my departure ; weeps it now ? 
Sorrow alone ſhould with the Naiads dwell, 


Joy ſhould be far way. mn b 


If health be thine Eliza, for thy cheex 


Speaks warm aſſurance that no latent l. 8 | * N 


Lurks in the life within. The plenteous ſhower 
That water'd theſe gay roſes as I went 
Has made them freſh as marning, e May. 
And yet methinks the remnant of a cloud 
Hangs on thy brow, and that reluctant ſmile 
Is ſummer ſcaree return'd, an April ſun 
That ſhines in tears, and in a moment fades. . 
Cecilia's well? your brother, and Sir John * 
: E L 12 A. 
All well, Sir. Ka | 
SIR THOMAS. 
- And my Lady Alice well? 
And Roper? all my houſe and all my friends ? 


* 


w* ws 


MARGARET. ers 1 44 f. 


All well, Sir. 

54 THOMAS. 6 

2 Why then let's be merry, girls, 
it or all. the land rejoices. Where's my Lady ? 
And where Sir John, Cecilia, and my ſon ? 
MARGARET. 

Your he and Mr. Roper are from home. 
Sir John is with Cecilia in the garden. 
My Lady Alice i is this moment gone 
Into the houſe before us. 


eln 
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$IR,THOMA $+, , 3 
We'll firſt ſalute my lady by the way, 2 wor id er q 
Then ftcal a ſilent entrance to the garden, ( Exeunt.) A 


SCENE changes to the Garden Gait king out upon the © 
Thames, CxciLIA and Sin * facit * * | 


peftation, wel 


., CECILI A. a 
Indeed I think he's coming, Sir, The boat 


Is with her head this way. The boatman too 23 
Seems to row faſter at the ſight of us. | 
Can you not hear his oars? 


SIR Joun. 


4 7 f 
9 - 
- - 19 . 


ST I. 5 
” * = 


But there are two. 
Who ſhould the ſecond de? "0:09:24 d 
CECIL 1 A. 
Huartis perhaps. 


(Enter © Cx Tronds, Lavy Moe, Man- 2 
GCARET, and ELA unperceived.) 7 r | 
I'm certain tis my father. See his hand, | 
He waves it to us. Sir, I know "tis he. P & 5 2 ++ +I 


s IR THOMAS. i 
Your ſpeCtacles deceive you, Madam. 


— 
CECIL 1 As; ACT ner 1 4 
Ah! , i 
' .* 4 1 TT” 1 
A ghoſt! Look, 8 my father. 3 i | 
, 1 IAU 271 26433 1 $1 | 
| Tis indeed. 1 
. ith +4 4 71 | = ” N 


SIR 


26 SIR THOMAS MORE: 
: SIR THOMAS. 
It is, good Sir, and it delights me much 
To find you able ſtill. Cecilia's eyes 
As yet leſs quick than yours. She doubts me ain. 
An honeſt kiſs may ſerve to undeceive her. 
Noy tell me, Madam, am I but a ghoſt, 
Or fleſh and blood, as thou art. 
CECILIA.. 
| Fleſh ind blood 
I think Sir, and you're truly welcome home, 
| „ % K,, 
Ves, ſhe has daily pray'd for your return, 
And greets it heartily as well as I, 
Glad to receive you ever, never more 
Than when the bleſſed meſſenger of peace. 
s R THOMAS. 
In truth, good fir, I feel it is an office 
An angel might be proud of. What a ſhow'r 
Of hearty welcomes has purſued my ſteps 
E'en to my door at Chelſea ! Ever thus. 4 
Smile peace upon us, and the weary ſ word 
Ruſt in the ſcabbard. : 
| S1 K JOHN- 
I rejoice to hear 
Your female counſellors were both for peace. 
SIR THOMAS. | 
The French King's mother and the Emp'ror's aunt | 
Our ſiſter plenipos ? yes, both for peace, 
And 'twas a meſſage that gave ſecond youth 


—— 


To 


'A TRAGEDY. © 
To their time-faded cheeks. A woman's tongue = 
Sings ſweetly, when the burden of her ſong _ 
Is lovely peace, The angry ſounds of war 2 
Denounc'd by her, depriye her of all grace, * 
Her weapon is the curt'ſy of obedience, | 
She conquers like the Parthian by retreat, | 
| Wounds as ſhe flies, and as ſhe yields ſubdues. 
Ha! who comes here? | 
CECILI A. PR 
'Tis Mr. Bonviſe, Sr, 
The perſon we miſtook for you I think, _ 
And with him Mr. Heron. 8 
1 THOMAS. | 
Welcome Sir. 
Euer Boxy13E aud. Henon. 
BONVISE., 
Sir Thomas welcome—welcome to your own, | 
And welcome to your country. To myſelf. 
Welcome as plenty with a crowded lap a 
Diffuſing general good. 1 owe to you, . 
That my adventures once more plough the deep | . 
Without a foe in man. The lurking rock 
The fatal quickſand war, at your command 
No more annoys me, but my proſp'rous ſails 
Brave the wild ocean in what courſe they pleaſe. 
8X THOMAS. . tl 
Let me have room to thank you, wor thy Sir, 7 
And welcome this your friend. 


_ 
: 


, 

| \ 
b - : 
BON- - 
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BONV,ISE, 
| Ws TO Young Mr. thank 
5 Had my o 'crflowing heart been loaded les : 
With thanks for my own welfare, I had ld 
| Much in his commendation.” Sir he” $ young, 
| But graces youth with merit. 42 
HERON. ee == 
Spare me Sir; 
Much recommending i injures the good name, 
And he whd& ſeems an, angel i in report 
- . Is often found deficient i in the trial. 
SIR THOMAS, | 
Moleſt at leaſt, good Sir, and modeſty ws 
Makes us applaud the, moon with borrow'd beams, 
While from the real glories of the ſun, 
Proudly diſplay'd, we tutn our eyes away. 8 
Kon. 
IF, Sir, to wiſh that excellence we want, 
Be to deſerve a little, then that little 
In its full meaſure | is the worth I own. 
«14S nue 


SIR THOMAS, 


10 99 1 


87 , 


Fe, 
= | 


Mode: again. | | 
14 MORE. 
Sir Thomas, by your leave, | 


You make your worthy. father ſtand too long. 
| 91 egen 


SIR TH OMA 8. 
I think fo, Lady More; therefore proceed... 


DDr "wt 35 þ 
And nene the u way to chairs. ' 


Excunt all but SIR 12 N A5 and BON V ISE. ) 
SIR 


pw 
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| A 
7 


' STR. THOMAS 


Ns 1 Ma UA Aeta you. " 
I like him much, for his ingenious mind 
Is like a beauty veil'd;, that hides her face; 


Not like the gen ral world to be thought aut b 
But that ſhe deems it plain, and ill perceivoes 
Her own perfection. Did you mark Cecilia: 


Methought het eye ſhew'd-fingular regard © 
To our young friend. If he approves her ones” 
As muchas ſhe his perſon, I may voneb 


They'll ſoon approach me with the lovers prayer 
Sigh'd from an aching boſom, Sir your laue. 
I am not certain 1 ſhould diſappro ve. 
| e BONY ESE | 
Sir Thomas; to be bold, his heart's defire' © * 
Is to obtain her; and my. fedulous eye 
Was much delighted at the gracioue lte 
Cecilia gave him, When he ſaw her ft; 
There was in her diſcourſe a cheerful power 
That won his ear, and with his ear his heart. 
He own'd he Iod. And ſhould he chanee to win 
The honeſt heart of your moſt worthy taoghtet, 14 
[ dare affirm his father will be pleasd, 5 
And crown 'th'abundant honour he e 
With hearty approbation. And perhaps, e 18 
When [I have told you how that youth deſerves, 
And what he may expect hereafter— | = 
$41 2:6 THOMAS. Word at 


| , , 3 : 
n 03.21 "fmt ow Ai] 4 
. 
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„» - SIR THOMAS MORE: | 


1 "OR not wiſh to fix my daughter's price 
At more than maintenance. All elſe I aſs; 
Is the good heart and cultivated mind. ff 
Young men who theſe poſſeſs, een 
And all ſucceſs their virtues can obtain them. 
Be it ſtill provided, merit what they will, 
They win my daughters with their on conſent, 
Free from all bias. Therefore ſeal thy lips, 
And never let this ſecret thence eſcapes, - 
That I approve of Heron, Her good heart 
Is pliant and comply ing, and twould yield, 
Spite of her judgment, to her father's wiſh. 
In choice of huſbands they ſhall pleaſe wacher. 
Enter Roys& and DANcv. 
Son Roper, I rejoice to ſee your looks, 
And your's friend Dancy, of a hue fo healthy. 07 
Learning and ſolitude have ſeldom brows 
That look ſo freſb. | 
ole 54 164 1d O PB 
51 Except at Chelſea, 8 
Under your mild ee Study here 
Impairs not beauty. Nature has her friend, 
As well as wit and knowledge. Hand in hand 
Dance the ſweet graces of the poliſh'd mind 
And healthy conſtitution. 
| s IR THOMAS, 
Sir, no more. 
1 know you'll ring us changes in that key 
* ill we forget our ſupper. Lead the way. (Exeunt). 
AC T. 


0A PF R AGE D . 2 


An l oft 
44 
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SCENE—the Panks 7 the Thames 


f iT 14 \ * "10 


| Enter e 1290 
NoBoDY up yet? I have walk'd an bour,” © 
And not a ſoul has met me, the the ſun | g 
Had left his bed before 1 quitted mine, 
I thought young Heron would be ſure to riſe. 
I told him I ſhould walk. Well, let him — | 
He loves not me, but I love him—a little, (Tait. 


Enter 8 1 = Thomas and Bonvisz. ? 
e A THOMAS \ 


Now let me aſk. you, while occaſion ſmi les, 
What hear you of the king's diyorce ? 


N 0 BONVISE. 


p. 


Not much. . 
The pope > fill beſitates. The card'nal halts; | 

And with his friend Campeggio dreams and * 
Cold as a ſtatue, Our impatient king, * 
'Tis ſaid, is angry at their long delay, 41 
And vows if things are not determined ſoun, 
He will be judge himſelf. He made a tout 
Some weeks ago, low-ſpirited forſooth, 
And ſaid he did it to diſperſe the clouds 
f care and melancholy. He returd'd a *. 
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Much benefited by the country air, 
But more by a phyſician of the church, 


One Doctor Cranmer, by whoſe ſhrewd advice 
He truſts his conſcience will be ſoon at eaſe, 


And his divorce effected. The ſage prieſt 


Counſels an application to be made 
To all the univeiſities in Europe, | 
Whether the former diſpenſation of Pope 805 


Be valid, or invalid. If the firſt, 


c Why then, ſays he, your majeſty? $ own mod. 

© May reſt contented that your preſent queen 
« Is lawfully your wife, But if the laſt, _ ; 
© The pope will, be conſtrain'd to grant your ſuit, 


Or paſs a ſentence which ſhall ſeem t' oppoſe |, 


© The joint opinions of all Chriſtendom.” : 
But why ſhould I relate a thing you NA 
Juſt come from Hampton Court. i 241. 


8 IX THOMAS 
Iten 


The king ſaid 8 and my ſerupulous ming - q 


So little reliſhes the queen's divorce, 
J held my peace, and ſhun'd it as a theme 


Not to be mention'd. Ere I went abroad 


He came himſelf in perſon to my houſe, 

Told me his ſeruples, laid the Bible open, 

And ſhew'd me where 'twas written in the law, 
That no man ſhould affect his brother's wife, 
On pain of being childleſs. Then he turn'd, 


And pointed where the Baptiſt chid the Fern) + 


0 2 \ Declaring 
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Declaring it unlawful that he kept 
His brother Philip's wife. I read the places, 
But told his majeſty I humbly thought 
He miſconceiv'd the ſenſe. The brothet's wife 
Was but forbidden while the brother liv'd. 
Immediately I ſhew'd him in the law, | 
Where 'twas commanded, the one brother dead, _ 
The other who ſurviv'd ſhould take his wife; DS 
And quoted from Joſephus and Euſebiys, 21 
That when the Baptiſt, for his brother's wife 

| Rebuk'd the Tretarch, Philip was alive. 

| - _ BONVISE. 
But Rill your argument could not prevail. 


s IR THOMAS. 
I was not then aware what ſecret cauſe 


Had mov'd his majeſty to wiſh divorc'd 
His exemplary queen; elſe had I ſaid 
Much leſs concerning her. But T was warm, | — 
And the ſweet memory of poor Cath'rineꝰ's virtues, 
Which I have often witnefs'd, and much rere 
To plant among my daughters here at home, | | 
Made me protect her with an eatueit tongue. - | 0 
O Bonviſe ! virtue in a queen is rare. | 
When it appears we ſhould with ardent zeal | * 
Approve and cheriſh it. Royal example 
Makes it the faſhion to be good. ' All eyes "+14 | 
Regard her motions; and what ſhe performs T2 
All imitate. 80 ard her private deeds, | . 
Her conjogat affection, * Ks WR 62 
Motherly . 


» 
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Motherly care, humility, and patience, 

The ſource of general merit. Who mmovet, 
Or wiſhes to unſettle ſuch a queen, 

| Conſults not private neither public good. 

| BONVISE. 
6 never may we fee the dax 
When Bullen 


31R THOMAS 4 
Softly, we preſume too far. 
Say nothing here at leaſt, for in this walk, 
As I have fat to read, or ſtood to muſe, 
The king has often, unperceiv'd, approach'd 
And touch'd my ſhoulder, Liſten, for methinks 
Some one is near us now. We'll ſtep afide, 
(Exeunt.} 


* e and immediately after HzroN. 
CECILIA, | 
Ah! here he comes, I hope he'll not perceive _ 
I'm out of humour. Hem ! good morning Sir. 
HEROVN, 

Who calls? good morning. We are met at laſt, 
But, plague upon my memory, I forgot 
Whether you bade me turn to right or let, 
And have been wand'ring for an hour and half, 
In hopes to meet you on the river 's bank 
hs the houſe. 3 
e e 1 As 

N I told ypu to the left. 


And here have I been walking . alone, . ” 
Commending 


A TRAGEDY. 35 
Commending your attention. Sir, perhaps 
You overſlept yourſelf. | 

HERON. TY 

| Not I, indeed. 
The ſun was ſcaree ſo early. I was up 
Ere he had ſhot one beam acrofs the Thames, 
And having ſtood awhile to fee his orb 
Slowly emerge, and his red morning rays 
Dance on the ruffled water, left my room, - 
And have been ſeeking till this very man 
Thee my companion. 


CECILIA. 
Had the charming maid, 


You bluſh'd to think of as we talk d laſt night, 
Commanded yon to rife at break of day 
To be her morning beau, you'd not have ſlept 
Till you had made of ry word the ſpoke 
A faithful memorandum in your heart. 
Till you had thought ſo often what was ſaid, 
It had been all engrav'd upon your mind, 
As laſtingly as elegant infeription 36 
Upon a royal tomb: Roe 44 
HERON. _ . 
e And ſo I thought | * 
Should your kind invitation; but my care ThE 
Not to forget, made me ſcarce half remember. 
Like am iM created boy, who fears correction, 
learnd wy leſſon fyrely, but my dread 
Not ta be perfect, made me kit the fault 1 
C 2 I ſtudied 


+ 914 1 
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I ſtudied to avoid. Forgive it then, " | 
And let not much ſeverity defeat 
My hopeful progreſs. Bid me come again, 
And mercy once experienc'd ſhall prevent 
The innocent errors of a tim'rous mind, 
Aud make me true for ever. 
CECILI A. 
| True for ever 
What if your charmer had been by to hear. 
Thoſe words had little pleas'd her. But good Sir, 
Since we are met, give me five minutes praiſe 
Of this your nameleſs fair one. Now begin. 
| HERON. 
Indeed you — a taſk moſt hard upon me. 
For who has language worthy to relate 
The charms of her whom I adore and love. 
She is not beauteous, it is true, but good. 
Her voice is pleaſant as the mellow flute, 
Heard at a diſtance in a winding vale,. 
As ſummer's ev'ning cloſes ; as the horn 
Blown on the mountains, its melod:ous tones 
Falling ſo faintly on the liſt 'ner's ear, 
He holds his breath to hear them. - All her words. 
Are laden with the treaſures of good ſenſe, 
Which ſhe imparts to all, and ſpares to none; 
Yielding her bounties with a grace ſo free, 
*T would make a boor enamour'd of politeneſs. 
Her mind aboynds i in knowledge, but her tongue 
Betrays it never. With effeCtual care 
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She hides her excellence, and has ſo long 
Studioufly wink'd upon her own perfections, 
She ſeems to have o'erlook'd her great deſert ; 
And is indeed moſt modeſt, praying Rill' ' 
For winning graces which ſhe owns ag 
CECILI A. 
Poor worthy G ! T hope you love her wal 
"HERON. | 
| Moſt truly — ſhe deſerves it. But alas! + 
I never yet could find that ſhe loves me. 
| CECILIA. 
Has ſhe declar'd ſhe does not? But what then? 
Had ſhe declar'd it, it might not be true. 
Sir, woman is deceitful. She delights 
To hide her paſſion, ſometimes to torment, 
Sometimes becauſe her poor miſgiving heart 
Cannot find words to own it. Honeſt love 
ls ever filent, and we then love moſt 
When you the leaſt ſuſpeCt it. 


HERON, 


On that hope 

I build my . I live vpon it 

Like the cameleon on his proper food, 

The inſubſtantial air. Since you have own'd 
Woman may love and yet that love conceal, | 

I feel more confident. And let me aſk, bv" 
Whence learn'd Cecilia that moſt welcome truth „ 


} cer 


You queſtion me too cloſely, \ 
HERON, 
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HERON. 
Come, be bold, 
Requite my tale with one of equal length, 
And tell me the perfections of that youth, 
VEG fats upon the throne of your regard. 
| CEC1ILIA. (in ſurpriſe.) 
My Lady Alice and my father here ? 
What ſhall we do? Away, they ſee us not. 
X ( Exeunt.) 
Enter Six TrouAs and Lady MORE, 
: LADY MORE. 
Now let me whiſper in your private ear 
A word or two of family concerns. 
I muſt apprize you of a circumſtance 
Which gives me much uneaſinefs. 
211 THOMAS. 
What is't ? 
Be brief and tell it me. | 
LADY MORE. 
Some ys ago, 
T overheard a thoughtleſs child of your's, 
Your own Eliza, in the garden bower 
Talking with Dancy. 
s IR THOMAS. 
Did the tell her love ? 
| LADY MORE. . 
Yes, ſhe confeſfs'd ſhe lov'd him, and the youth 
Made warm profeſfions of his love for her. 
IX 
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s IR THOMAS. 
Then can the ſecret paſſion of her heart 


No longer be denied. Poor ſilent girl, 
I thought the joy that fat upon her brow 
Was awkwardly put on. Long has ſhe hid, 
Fearing to make it known, this innocent love, 
She thinks, perhaps, that I ſhall diſcommend her. 5 
| LADY MORE. 
Will you beſtow her on a man ſo poor? 
Roper has expectations ; but this youth 
Is but a ſecond ſon, whoſe elder brother 
Were ſcarce a match ſufficient. 
SIR THOMAS. 
Lady More, 
I tell you not what my intention is. 
But be advis'd to caſt an eye more kind 
On merit without fortune. Frugal nature 
Often denies her talents to the rich, 
Giving them largely to the man who needs, 
And has no other portion. Noble ſouls 
Daily emerge from darkneſs and retreat, 
From unknown families and ſcanty means, 
To fit with princes. So the ardent youth, 
Born to no titles, no eſtates or friends, 
Outſoars the great and rich, and looking down 
From the high ſummit of true dignity, | 
Pities their littleneſs, whoſe ſcornful n= 
Once laugh'd at him below. 
C4 


Ft 
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LADY MOR EF. 
Some may be ſuch. 


But Dancy is an awkward ſhame-fac*d boy, 
Who makes no promiſe ; and I think, Sir Thomas, 
Your daughter, if ſhe weds him, is undone. | 
SIR THOMAS. 
F ear not my Lady. I have ſtudied man 
Longer than you have. I have learn'd to fear 
The bloſſom that is early, and its leaves 
Too ſoon expoſes to the chilly ſpring. 
But much I hope from the more modeſt bud, 
That hides its head and gathers ſecret ſtrength, | 
Scarce blown at midſummer. An awkward gait, 3 
Unpoliſh'd manners and a fetter'd tongue, 
A ſheepiſh countenance and burning cheek, 
Are clouds in which true genius loves to riſe. 
And thus obſcur'd, like a November ſun, 
She makes her heav'nly progreſs unobſery'd, 
Till ſoftly thro' the gloom ſhe ſteals her way 
In full meridian glory. 
L ADY MOR E. 
As you pleaſe, 
Were ſhe my daughter I ſhould ſtill oppoſe you. 
s IR THOMAS 
Well, well, I have not yet conſented. 
| (Exit Lavy 1 
But I will ſhortly, for that youth deſerves 
Lib'ral encouragement. If Heron thrives 
And takes Cecilia, I'll make up a purſe 
OS For 
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For Dancy and Eliza. My fon John 
May ſpare for one, the other two provided, (Ex). 
Enter Heron and CaCtLIA. 
CECILI A, 
I fear you have tranſgreſs'd the bounds of truth. _. - 
HERON. 

I'll ſummon my friend Bonviſe to atteſt it. 

Yourſelf ſhall aſk him, while I ſtand aloof, 

If all the purpoſe of my coming hither _ 

Was not to own my love, and yield a heart 

Entirely your's. Indeed the peerleſs fair one, 

Whom I have prais'd ſo warmly, and not nam'd, 

Was none but thou Cecilia. And I think, 

Would but Cecilia's tongue the truth reveal, 

The favour'd youth whom her reluCtant lips 

So fairly pictur'd, was indeed none elſe 

But my — ſelf. Come, come, be bold, 

CECILIA 

Tis true, I much eſteem you. Make me ſure 

You have not wrong'd another, all my heart 

Is only your's. | 9 

HERON. Ht: 
Moſt generous confeſſion ! | 

I fwear I have not wrong'd a ſoul alive. BRIE 

And here I give my bond, and with a kiſs 1 3 

Seal it moſt ſurely, I will look no farther, 4 

But ſatisfied to own a pearl ſo fair, __ | | 

A gem ſo bright, be with my wealth content, 

This hand Cecilia ſhall beſtow once more 
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Before. the altar, then we fly away 
To ſolitude and peace. 


CECIL1 A. 
A moment's pauſe. 


You are too ſanguine. Hide we love a while. 
Twill grow in ſecret like the hopeful plant, 
Whoſe ſhelter'd infancy defies the ſtorm. 
Think it not much to wait, for time has wings 
Swift as the eagle's, and can fly as ſoon 
From earth to heav'n. When Jacob was in love, 
We read he ſerv'd for Rachel ſeven years; 
Yet ſo he lov'd her, that a taſk ſo long 
Seem'd but a few ſhort days. Be your's as true 
As his love was, and you ſhall feel as little 
The torment of delay. Come, look not ſad, 
For ſadneſs is infectious. If your brow 
Seems melancholy, mine will gather from it 
The hue of diſcontent, Be briſk and gay, 
As if the ſecret of Cecilia's love 
Had not efcap'd her. Oh ! you're wondrous graye. 
Hide, hide it, or away. My father comes. 

(Exit. Heron.) 
I'm glad he's gone. His looks would have betray'd us. 
What ſhall I do ? I feel my face on fire, 
My father may not mark it, for my glaſs 
Tells me I bluſh, like the dark Ethiop, 
Inviſibly. I hope it is ſo. Hem. 
Good morning, Sir. 

(Enter Six TRHOM As.) 
SIR 
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S IRA THOMAS, 
Good morning to Cecilia. 
You riſe betimes. I heard your chamber door 
Creak to the orient ſun ſome hours ago. 
What, has my daughter walk'd ſo long alone ? 
Something diſturbs her peace. Her mind is vex'd 
With care or love, Perhaps the rhyming fit 
Makes pris'ngr her attention. Poet like, 
She could not ſleep for thinking, but ſtole out 
To ring the chimes of fancy undiſturb'd 
In the ſtill ear of morning. Elſe perhaps 
She would have tapp'd her father's door as wot, 
And waited till he met her. 
CECILIA, 
Sir, I thought 
You might be wearied, and in want of reſt | 
After your journey, 
SIR THOMAS. 
Why in want of reſt? 
I rode no farther than from Hampton Court. 
Was that a journey for a ſummer's day ?- 10 
'T was hardly exerciſe. No no, Cecilia, 
I ſee the reaſon. An old father's arm | 
Is not ſo welcome as a younger man's. 
Who left you and withdrew this moment ? 


CECIL1I As N 
[3-7 . | 
| BIA THOMAS 
Was it not Heron ? | 


CECILIA. 
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CE CILIA, 
| Yes Sir. 
%% % rn. 
Then his arm 
Supported your's to day, and twas for him 
You roſe ſo early, and forgot your father. 
Well, well, let youth aſſociate with the young, 
And leave the grey head to his ſober taſk 
Of contemplation. Met you by appoint nent ? 
b c ECILIA. 
Sir. 
$1R THOMAS. 
Met you by appointment? 11 


CECILIA. 
With much ſhame 


I own we did Sir. 
Ss IR THOMAS, 
See the truth will out. 


And what have you convers'd of? 
CECILIA, | 3 

| Nothing, Sir— 

Worth your attention. | 2 ; 

8 1 R T H O- MAsG. 

But perhaps it was. 

J love to hearken to the ſimple chat 

Of prattling infants. From the lip of youth 

I draw a ſweeter pleaſure to remark 

How reaſon dawns toward her perfect day, 


How paſſion kindles and impels the ſouls 
| To 


To all the uſeful purpoſes of life. . 
Come, be no longer ſecret. Make a friend 

Of him who moſt regards you; Tell your father 
What was your converſation ? Was it love? 
Be not aſham'd to own it. He lov'd once, 

And ſtill remembers with a lover's ſigh | 
Your poor departed mother. She lov'd him, 

And had a brow as full of woe as your's, 

Till by entreaty he extorted from her 

The ſecret you conceal. What aid the youth? 


20 1114. 
He told me of a maid he long had loy'd— 
s IR THOMAS. 
And told you 'twas yourlſelt. 
| CECILI1A ; 
_ He did Sir. 
31K THOMAS. 


And what ſaid you? ee e $97: 4 


* 


CECILIA LETS 
un.. ob 
Whom I regarded Rr | w 


SIR THOMAS. TP as 
| And that youth was Heron. 


Honeſt confeſon Was it true, Cecilia? 


;CECILIA, . 
Moſt true Sir. | 8 4 


KN ES e | 1 
s IR THOMAS, 
Wbat ſaid he? 


CECILI As 
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" CBCILI1IA. 
He took my hand 


And ſaid I ſhould be his. 
SIR THOMAS, 
| And did your heart 
Warmly conſent? 
EC L IA. 15 
As warmly as it could, Sir, 
My father's leave not aſk'd. 
S IR THOMA le. | 
Suppoſe that leave 
Withheld for ever; could you ſhun the youth 
And ſtifle love, your father diſapproving ? 
Tell me the truth, | 
een 4 
Sir, twero an arduous taſk, 
T'd try and be obedient, tho' I died. 
SIR THOMAS. 
I know it well. It ever was your care 
'To be obedient. I will not withhold 
Leave ſo deſerved. I give you free conſent, 
And am moſt happy you have won a youth 
Worthy your love. When daughters make a chaice 
Wiſe as Cecilia's, tis the 1 8 pride * 
To crown it with ſuecefs. 
S E LI A. 
Deer Sir, I thank you. 


f 


8 1IR THOMAS. 
Be cheerful then. You may, if Heron pleaſes, 
| z þ * | To 
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To day be wedded. There will be at Church -- 

A couple not unknown to you or him. c 

I ſay to-day, becauſe this afternoon 

I muſt away to Greenwich to the king, 

And know not when I ſhall return. What ſay m2 
CECILI1 A. 

Sir, I am much perplex'd, If I eonſent 


Muſt I forſake your houſe ? 
SIR THOMAS, 


Heron perhaps 
Will not diflike 1 to Jive with you and me. 

My houſe is roomy and will hold us all. 

Make him propoſals. When your father dies 
You muſt have other homes—but while he lives, 
He is content to lodge and feed you all, | 
And all your huſbands. 


CECILIA. 
Sir Pl go direQty. 


s IR THOMAS. 
Go. If my Lady tells you breakfaſt waits, . 
Tell her I come. (Exit Cecilia) Poor girl, how 
large a load | 
Of ſecret trouble has thy mind eſcap'd 
In a few moments. When I met her here, 


K She could no more have trip'd ſo gaily home, 


Than the tir'd traveller, whoſe weary limbo 
A feather almoſt cruſhes. A light heart 

Quickens the pace, and makes the foot alert. 

It teaches it to mock the poet's art, 


In meaſur'd dance, which has a tongue to ſing 


Imagines that her ſecret love is hid, 


His only want is wealth. Better my child 
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To move in numbers, and expreſs the mind 


Almoſt as ſweetly as the lyre itſelf, 
Well, one is happy, and but one remains 
Who needs tny conſolation. She, dear heart, 


And fears to tell it, leſt her father frown. 
I would indeed young Dancy had been rich 
In money as in virtue. But 'tis well 


Love worth and poverty than wealth and vice. 
A daughter that o'erlooks the proud parade, 
And ſilver'd equipage of affluent guilt, 

To ſmile at-modeſty that makes no ſhew, 

But meets her unattended, all his train 

Virtue and learning, has diſcerning eyes, 

Who bids her mend her choice, deſerves to die 
Without a daughter to lament his end. | 


But Dancy comes— | 
Enter DANCY. 
DAN Cv. 
Good morning to Sir Thomas. 
'81R THOMAS. / 
What, is it breakfak; time ? 
DAN CY. 
| wot I think it is, Su, ; 
Or I had not.return'd ſo ſoon. 64 
$1R THOMAS. . 
Alone? : 


I | Where 


” * 
. vn - F £33: r A 4 _ 


"= 
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Where is Eliza? Is ſhe gone before ? 1 
amm N WY 
DANCY., | 
She has not walk'd 
Some days, Sir Thomas. She has ſpent her hours © 
Chiefly in muſic, ſinging plaintive air, 
And fing'ring leſſons of a ſerious mood 
In her own chamber. If my ear be juſt, 
She's playing now. I hear a tinkling ſound; 
Which ſeems to come from yonder open caſement, 
Her chamber window. 
$1R THOMAS 
| Let us both draw near 
Ault liſten, Muſic hes a potent charm 
Join'd with the graces of the morning. Hark 
(ELIZA ets 
$IR THOMAS, 
How ſweet that little air. Is it all ſung ? 
*T was like the love note of the W {nk 
DANCY, ES 
And like that note, the ſweeter, from the boigh x 
Heard unexpected, and no ſongſter ſeen. + 
The ſweeter: that the bird was paſſing ſhy, 
And had not warbled with a ſtrain ſo fre, R 
Conſcious who ſtood to hear. The ſweeter too 
That we enjoy'd a pleaſure won by ſtealth, : '| | 
By mute approach and unobſery'd attention. 
$1k THOMAS. 8 
Ay, Sir, we ſhould find EY {ſweet on n 12 
D But 


— 
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But for the pains we uſe in the purſuit. { 
Soon won, is ſoon deſpis'd. Where the heart pants 
With fear one moment and with hope the next, 
Accompliſhing its'purpoſe thro' deſpair, 
A toy obtain'd is like the victor's crown, 
Which gives him joy for ever. Who comes here 2 
Eliza © tis ſos 11 ' : 

| nr Law ns 0 10 411 


Sir, the breakfaſt waits. 
My Lady: is ienparions. | 
s IR THOMA 8. 
Let it wait, 


For now we're met, we muſt proceed to buſineſs. 
Eliza, thee I queſtion. Is there, child, . 
One in the world th honeſt. heart eſteems, | 
And can forever love ? go, bring him hither. , 
I will not ſee another day elapſe 
* ill T have made you happy in your choice. 
ELIZA. 
Sir, you confound me. 


s IR THOMAS. _ | 
| Dancy, take this band. 
Aſk her to whom the gives it. If the youth. 
Be leagues remote, fly like an arrow to him, 
And tell him nothing hinders, I conſent. 
DANCY., 


Sir, 1 at, if I may ſpeak the truth, | 
The poor unworthy youth, who would obtain 


Eliaa's hand, and whom ſhe would reward 


f 


With 
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With nothing leſs, had ſhe a tongue. to on ow 0 
Need not be mr bound 
Of this das 745 e voila ate troy i dd bn 
8 br” THOMAS! wh! 
Then be quick and ang hims 
Unlink thoſs hah and let Eliza's telf 
Look for the man ſhe honourss Is de bes: 
' 1 L124 2 
Sir, 1 perceive too well, my forward ore 
Has not eſcap'd you. With a face of ſname 
I own this youth has lov'd me, and my heart, 
Not proof to his attractions, has lov'd him. 
I trove to curb affection, till at leaſt / 
Your countenance ſhould bid it live and proſper, 
But had not power. So with graceleſe freedom 
I have preſum'd to center all my hopes 
On Dancy. Yet if you, Sir, diſapprove, 
I will endeavour to repeal my fault, 
By bidding him who loves me, no hard whks | 
To find a wife more worthy. ,. 6 las 
$IR THOMAS. 85 
Let him ſeek 
Ages and ages, he ſhall never find | 
DANS T.. 
One whom he more defires and leſs deſerves. 
rA | 
Take her, and be ye happy. For the means 
Of preſent maintenance, look up to me. | 
Live in my houſe, I'II take you by the hands 
| D 2 | Open 


) 
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Open the way before you, point the ſteps | 


Which lead to affluence and good preferment, 
And be it your's to follow without fear. 


Diſmiſs ſome little of this awkward ſhame, 


And own affurance worthy your deſerts. 


Great is the man who ſtudies to be good, 
And conſcious dignity becomes him well. 
Come follow me. The Curate has had notice. 
We'll take a haſty breakfaſt, and to church. 
| | (Exeunt.) ) 
Enter Six Jonn, Cecilia, and HERON, 
$1R JOHN. 
And ſo you wiſh to leave me? well, well, well, 
Nurs'd by my hand from helpleſs infancy, 
Till now a woman, you forget your friend, 
And in the wiſe extravagance of nature, 
Prefer the ſapling, which you never tried, 
To the old faithful prop, yet ſound and ſtrong, 
And never known untrue. You wiſh'to go, 
And leave me at my ſetting. *Twas my hope 


Lou would attend me to the eve of life. 


HERON, - 
She ſhall, Sir; faithful as the ſpendid ſtar, 
Betimes apparent in the ſoften'd beam 
Of ſtill withdrawing day, and found ſo true, 
It ever follows the departing ſun, - 
Tho! firſt and faireſt of the hoſt of night. | 
| SIR JOHN. | 
Well, well, do as you pleaſe, I'll walk to'church 
I And 
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And give the bride away. I want no crutch, 
Tho? almoſt ninety. With my ſtaff alone 
I ſhall be able yet to reach the verge 
Of life's unequal journey. : 
CECILIA» 
Sir, my um 

Shall till ſupport you. Live the life of man 
Twice and thrice over, I will not deſert you ; 
Ready to own your goodneſs, and repay 
All I am able to my lateſt hour. 

$1R JOHN, __ 
Well, 1 believe you. For that boneſt tongue 
Has never yet deceiv'd me. It was wont, | 
On all occaſions, to be plain and true, / 
Tho' ſpeedy as the race-horſe or the ſwallow. 
Come lead me in, for I am almoſt ſpent, 
As ſoon as we have breakfaſted and reſted, * 
We'll aſk your father's leave, and go to church, 


H 
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SIR DEF and all bi fant at Diner. 
_ $8$IR.THOMAS.,, | 1 
PROCEED we with diſpatch, or I muſt fly 
Ere we have toaſted theſe our wedded friends. 
Fleet as-the hare is Time, when happy man 
Entreats him to retard his rapid hours; 
But, when in woe he prays him to be gone, 
More tardy than the flow- worm or the fnail. 
Come, happineſs to all whoſe hearts are one, 
To wives and huſbands. May ye never jar, 
But live to the remoteſt hours of life 
Concordant as the notes of fellow pipes 
That ſound for ever charming uniſon. 
Cecilia, mark my leſſon. | 
CECILI A 
Sir, I do, 
And hope my buſband will have never cauſe 
To wiſh undone the fortune of to-day. 
But women, let me tell him, are deceitful. ä 
They wear a gentle aſpect till they wed, 
And ever after domineer. So puſs 


1 [ . * a 


Fondles 
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Fondles the mouſe her prisner, with light paw 
Touching his velvet coat, and purring loud 1 
Her treach'rous promiſe to be ever kind. 
She ſhuts her eyes and ſeems almoſt aſleep 
Hiding the tigreſs in a patient ſmile. 
But ſhort the refpite—mercy ſoon expires— 
She ſprings with ſavage fierceneſs on her prey, 

Fixes her teeth and talons, ſwears his death, 

And eats him up in anger. Sir, III tell you 
To whom the man who ſeeks a faultleſs wife 
May be compar'd, He's like the fooliſh, boy 
Who thruſt his hand into a bag of vipers 
To find a ſingle eel, and thought it hard | 
The reptile bit him, and the fiſh eſcap d. «7 5 
$1R THOMAS, 

See, Sir, how bold and talkative a wife 
You have to bear withal. *T was nature's mind 
To make a lawyer of my youngeſt daughter, 

Had faſhion been her friend. She has a tongue 
That never reſts. *Tis a perpetual clock : ,. 
That needs no winding up. She was a prattler 
E'en from her cradle. She would talk and laugh 
From dawn to ſunſet, and was ſcarce content 
To let her active wit lie ſtill, and reſt 


Een in herfleep. , _ ; : wt \ 5864 | 
| CECILA1IA. . 
Ves, Sir, the has a e 
That never halts far want of argument. 1 
She can diſpute, and reaſon, and tell tales, a%N 


? * 


| 
| 
| 
' 
| 
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As endleſs as the coward's vain account 
Of bloody battles and heroic acts, 


Or Lady Faddle's tedious hiſtory 


Of her grave anceſtors of Faddle-hall. 
s IR THOMAS. 
Come, come, no ſcandal, Madam. Laſh the vice, 
But ever fpare the perfon. Of offence ; 
Speak boldly to the ear of him who errs, 
But never tell him that himfelf offends. 
I know a lady who finds fault with others, 
Yet has ſome little foibles in herſelf, 
She takes of liberty too much herſelf, 


| Giving to others not enough. She loves 


To laugh, and fing, and ramble o'er the field, 

But priſons the poor butterfly and bird. 
CEL A, ing. 

Sir, I perceive that lady is Cecilia. 

Let me acquit myſelf. You have been NC 

Into the little boxes on my ſhelf. 

You found in moſt a butterfly or moth. 

I had not cheated them of one ſmall link 

Of native liberty. I found them alt 

Juſt at the cloſe of Autumn; tray'lling ſome, 

Mere harmleſs caterpillars, to find fhetter 

From the keen breath of all-conſuming Winter, 

Some cradled in a warm ingenious ſhell, 

And faſten'd to the windows. To them all 

] lent a foſt'ring hand, made them warm beds 

Of wool and cotton, found them each a houſe, 

2 And 


And pleas'd as Pharaoh's daughter to preſerve 

The little friendleſs Hebrew, day by day 

Watch'd the return of ſcaree - apparent life, - 

Suſtain'd for months by nothing. At the laſt, 

Each from his tomb aroſe, ſuperbly cloath'd, 

And mounting on a pair of beauteous wings 

Left me rejoicing. For the priſon'd bird, 

"Tis a poor gold-finch that I bought by chance 
Of cruel boys, who ſtole it from the neſt. © 

It could not fly, and I had much to do 

To find the food it Iix d. I fed it long, 

And, when I thought it fledg'd, unlock'd the cages. 
And bade it fly away. It flew indeed, 

But had not heart to leave me, perching ſtill 

Upon my head, my ſhoulder, or my hand, 

And oft returning to the cage it left. 

It had been cruel to have forc'd it out. | 

So when the day is clear, and puſs withdrawn, 

I open all my windows and my cage, 
Faſten my door, and bid it go or ſtay 

E'en as it pleaſes, While I read within 


It never leaves me, When I ſtray abroad, þ 25 


I often find it in the garden walk, op 


Hopping from branch to branch, happy tb twit 
Cloſe at my fide, And ſtill at my return | 
I meet it in my chamber, or alone, 
Or by a friend attended, whom its tongue 
Adviſes to be bold, but pleads in vain, | 
For yet it lives unmated. 


. 
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s IR JOHN. 
Brave defence ! 


Let me be judge, and be the verdict found . 
For the defendant. She has won her cauſe. 
The daughter triumphs and the father fails. 
8 IR THOMAS. 
Sir, 1 confeſs it. She has well explain'd 
The motives of her conduct. Had we all 
Intentions good and generous as her's, 
Law were a muzzled bear, that could not bite, 
And lawyers beggars. Let me pay the coſts. 
And more, I promiſe erg the week expires, 
To yield her damages ſhall thrice requite 
The wrong I've done her, Let it now ſubſide, 
Time hurries. I can drink but one glaſs more, 
And hark a moment to Eliza's ſong, 
Then I muſt leave you, and away to court. | 
Come, Sir, the King. (They all drink the King.) 
Enter the KIxG. 
KINO. 
The King is here to thank you. 
Ladies, be ſeated, for we come to hear, 
Not to diſturb you. Here's a vacant chair. 
Deem us ſtill abſent and let mirth proceed. 
The ſong, the ſong. 
SIR, 'Re MAS. 

Sir, give us leave to breathe. 
Your unexpected preſence has ſurpris'd us, 
Our ſongſtreſs is but young, and ſeldom dares 

Her 


Her ſimple ſtrain before the public ear. 
Your majeſty's attention has, Lees 
Quite overaw'd her. Let us pauſe a while, * 
And firſt apologize fot our rude _ 
To your judicious ear it cannot give 
Exquiſite pleaſure. Tis but a modeſt air , 
Embelliſh'd with no learning, made to pleaſe 
The herd of hearers, not to win applauſe” 
From ſtubborn critics and faftidious taſte, 
Like the grave compoſitions of 6ur RY: 
KING 
Ay, ay, my maſſes they are grave en, 
And tolerably happy. I thank God. 
He gave me talents, tho? he made me great. 
$1 THOMAS 
Without a doubt, Sir, to your ready pen | 
Divinity and muſic have ow'd much. 
We muſt intreat'you to be partly deaf, 


And let your judgment fleep, while we perform, | | 


is 


To give it, no offence. Come, we'll begin. * 


(Ex 124 Ange, and is ' followed by CECIL1A. During 
the ſong Six THOMAs whiſpers to hig father, 


Six Joux makes ſigns to the reſt, and as ſoon as it 7 


ended they all retire, leaving the RING, and $1 
THOMAs together.) 3 1 
KING. 


Sweet muſic, Sir, ſweet muſic. But why fly p 


Our fair companions ? Is the concert done? 
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s FR THOMA'S. 
Sir, they have apprehenſions that you come 
Not to be wearied with their poor performance, 
But to conſult their father. I had ſought, 
Obedient to your majeſty's command, 
Your court at Greenwich, juſt about to riſe 
When you appear'd amongſt us, but your viſit 
Seem'd to repeal your order, and methought, 
More active than myſelf, you came to Chelſea 
To haſten buſineſs which had elſe. been ſtayed, 

KIN Gs 

Such was my purpoſe, I am come, Sir Thomas, 
Knowing your great integrity and learning, 
Once more to queſtion you of my divorce. 
You know the painful ſcruples I once urg'd 
Relating to my conſcience. They exiſt 


\ And till diſturb me, but I know your mind, 


And mention them no more. I bring you now 
Reaſons of ſtate, which, I beſeech you, weigh 
With great deliberation, and unfold 

Your whole opinion of them, not abaſh'd, 
Leſt the thing ſpoken ſhould offend our ear. 
Suppoſe my former ſeruples done away, 
Suppoſe me of ſalvation not deſpairing, 


Tho' wedded to my brother Arthur's wife. 


I have one daughter. Should her father die, 
What are the perils that await my kingdom? 
You know the emperor and king of France 


Have both refus'd her, urging for excuſe 
| She 
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She was not born in wedlock. When ary Sabes, 
Eſpous'd me to the widow of my brother, 

You know the old Archbiſhop Warham told him 
'T was inconſiſtent with the law of God, 

Which popescould nor diſpenſe with. Mov'dtodoubt, 
You know he made me, on that very day 

I reach'd the period of my thirteenth: year, 

Enter a private proteſt gainſt my marriage. 

Again, you know he gave me ſolemn x wat 

Upon his death-bed, never to conſummate 

A marriage ſo prepoſt'rous. His advice, 

Miſled by Wincheſter, I diſobey'd. | 

And ſee the conſequence—two princes dead— 

Only my daughter Mary left alive, 

And Catharine my wife no longer fruitful. - 

Suppoſe I die. My fiſter Marg'ret's fon, 

The king of Scotland, will put in a claim 
To England's crown, declaring this my daughter 
Not lawful heir. My ſiſter Mary too, 

Queen dowager of France, will urge pretenſions, 
Alledging the young king of Scots a ſtranger, 

My daughter illegitimate. And thus, 

O horrible to think of! this whole land x 
Will be again expos'd to civil broils, — 
Wen chan the waiaf e nad Head. d- vi) 
Three pow'rful parties will let looſe their rage, 
And my poor people be conſum'd in vain,” ' , 
As in the days of Warwick and foul Richard, | 


\ 


Now, let me aſk you, is it not a deed ._ | _' —| 


IJ owe 


- — — 
- 
- —— - — * —— —— oa 2 * 
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I owe my kingdom, to divarce a wife, 
Whoſe iſſue are attended by God's curſe, 
And wed another which may brirg me ſons, 
 Whote ſolid title cannot be diſputed ? 
Speak to this argument, and nothing fear. 
8s IR THOMAS: 
Sir, tis a matter ſo profound and ok 
1 have 1 AID in it. 
KINOS. 
Well, think of it. 
I know your cautious mind is always late 
And tardy to determine. Weigh it well, 
And meet me preſently at Hampton Court, 
Think of my kingdom, and my hapleſs ſelf, 
A prey to ſcruples that diſturb my reſt, 
And eat away the pith of life and health. 
Be my phyſician, give me good advice, 
Remove my malady and eaſe my heart, 
TI give you good preferment for your pains, (E£xit.} 
SIR THOMAS. 
Ay, ſo it is. Luſt will have no denial. 
What ſpecious argument, what neat excuſe, 
Cannot the hungry libertine invent. 
To ſhew the folly of wiſe abſtinence, | 
The wiſdom of indulgence? Ah! poor Queen! 
I fee it is thy fortune to come down, 
And fall a victim to contempt and wrong. 
Yet ſhalt thou find a friend, whoſe hand and heart 
Shall dare ſuſtain thee, tho? he loſe his head. | 


vu 
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T'11 hence this moment, open my whole mind, 
Convince the King how much he is bewitch'd,; 
And plead thy cauſe again. .Cath'rine perhaps. 
May yet prevail, give her an advocate | | 
Whoſe warm defence ſhall clothe in. dts il 
The filent agonies of injur'd worth. T Uh 
I'll go and bid my family adieu 44+ 
And follow after him without delay. (Exit.) 


S CE N E—Hampton Court. 


Enter the KINO and ANNE BULLEN. ah 


ANNE. 

Your niajeſty is ſpeedy. | 
das - 

| . My dear Anne, 
How could I loiter when I thought of you? © 

ANNE. | 
What lays. Sir Thomas, Sir? 

KING. hy 

Why, nothing yet. 
I left him to conſider. But I think | 
He may as well ſuſtain the joint affault | 
Of winds and waters in one current ruſhing, | + 
As conquer argument ſo ſtrong and pitby. 
Dear girl, I ſhall my purpoſe yet accompliſh, | ''  - 
And make thee partner of my bed and throne. | 
If we can win the ſuffrage of Sir Thomas, I 
I care not for a hoſt of angry popes, 17 
Legates, and cardinals. His countenanee, 


, Fam'd 


— 


[( Sg 


— — 
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Fam'd as he is for learning, wit and worth, 
Will warp the multitude to deem our marriage 
Judicious and expedient. Should he yield, 
None can-diſpute our juſtice, The divorce + 
Shall be effected, and my gentle Anne 
Be rais'd to honour ſhall become her beauty, 
A jewel ſet in gold. Kiſs me, you rogue. 
ANNE, 

Allure me not, You are another's huſband. 
When death or difpenſation has unlock'd 
The chain that binds you, and we both are one, 
I may conſent. But ah! 'tis not for Anne, 
Tho? the adores you, to be made your queen. 
Leſs ſhe will never be. No, ſhe will ſhun 
Courts and the ſmile of kings, to die in peace 
An honeſt wife. She knows a noble youth, 
Who will receive her with extended arms, 
And gladly make her miſtreſs of his houſe, 
Him will ſhe ſeek, content with humble means, 
And not ambitious to be ſeen at Court. 

| XING. | | 

Fie, fie, you ſhall not leave me. Lou ſhall reign 
The queen of England and her monarch's glory. 
PN ſend Campeggio inſtantly away, 
And bid my officers inſult him. Rome 
Shall never more haye footing in this iſle. 
In rule the church myſelf. I'Il play the ſon 
Of Macedonian Philip, and if art 
Cannot untie this everlaſting knot 


ATRAGED T. 6g 


ru draw my ſword and cur it. Tt 
(Enter Nokrolx.) 
Well, what now 2 
NORFOLK . 
Sir Thomas More waits on your . 
KI. | 
Oh ! is he come. Dear Anne, retire 3 
I truſt he brings us comfort by his ſpeed. 
II ſeek thee preſently and tell the news. Ws 0 
(Exit Anus.) 


b 


Enter Six TnoxkAs.) 
Welcome, Sir Thomas, welcome. You have wings 


Swift as the falcon's, before which the flight 
Of doves themſelves is tardy. 
IR THOMAS. 
Sir, Icame 

Impell'd by duty, which has equal power 
To the ſulphureous grain, that uſhers home | 
Speedy as lightning or immediate thought, | 
It's deadly meſſenger. f 3 

BF 25 * 
| What news d'ye bring? | | 
Am 1 to thank you for content and'eaſe ?  , - \, 
Or como you, like your own deſtructive ball, of 
To kill and not to cure? Why ſtand you diene? 
If there was aught a miſs in hat I urg d. 
Boldly condemn it; hut if aught appear d | . | 
And ſure it was fo, juſt and reaſonable, .. . - | 


Be not unwilling to a. 


a 


66 
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And feed it with the milk of kind advice. 
s IR THOMAS. 


| Sir, I would gladly ſerve you—if I could. 
I would as freely give you my advice 


To do the thing you wiſh, as ſatisfy 


Innocent longing in an only child, 


Could it be done with honour, and no loſs 
To your own credit. But, as in my child, 


The more I lov'd it, I ſhould ſtrive the more 


To conquer wiſhes that might undermine 
Life's little happineſs, ſo, Sir, to you 
I ſhew a froward and ungentle mood, 
Daring your anger by diſcreet denial, s 
Rather than gratifying.dang'rous hopes e 
By evil counſel and undue compliance. | 
KING. 
Well, well, Lam not angry. Let me hears 
WR $ your opinion ? 5 
S IRTHOMAsSC. 
"Tis a perflous caſe, 
Your majeſty has taught me to fear much, 
Stwuld Heaven bleſs you with no other iſſue 
Than the young Princeſs Mary, 
| KING, | 4. 
Ay, FOR wars, 


— 


Wars that may with my kingdom ſwim in blood. 
| More fiery and conſumptive than the wrath _ 


Of Turks and Saracens,-or wand'ring rp 


That drop their quarrel never. 


ATARAAGE DPT. e 


2 R THOMAS. 
| Let, dread Sir, 
I muſt ee you, were the cauſe my own, 
I'd truſt to Providence. The clouded dawa 
Has often brighten'd, and a frowning morn 
Been the rude prologue of a placid day. 
What Heav'n intends no mortal can avert. 
We may appeaſe, but by no art evade 
The blow it threatens. If we ſtill offend, 
Our ingenuity defeats itſelf, 
Our labour yields us nothing, but we ſink 
The more we ſtruggle in the gulf we ſhun. 
Sir, give me audience. Cath'rine is your wiſe,” 
As-lawfully-as wife was ever wedded, 
Conſider, if to *ſcape a future evil | | 
You do a preſent wrong, ſhall not God's curſe | . 
Be doubled? Is it likely you ſhall thrive 
By being too ungentle to a widow, 
The widow of your brother, your own wife, 
And what is more, a widow that for worth | | | 
Was never equall'd! Qyeſtion your own heart. 
It will aſſure you that the piteous moan n 
Of injur'd innocence, when thus oppreſi d | 
Alone and helpleſs, has a friend above, Wb | 
Who will require avengement of her wrongs 15 ; 3 
Gainſt all the kings on earth. Forgive me, Sir, 
I am too bold. My for” reign lady's virtues Bod BE 
Make me forget my manners. Would to God _ 3 
Your majeſty would once more look upon her, 
7: W 2 - _ Reſtore 


| 
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1 Reſtore her to your favour, and live happy, 
4s I have found you many and many a day 
4 ; | With her alone. Think of the pleaſant hours 
| When ſhe, all gentleneſs, ſat by your fide, 
Acting the patient wife and pious mother, 
Her infant daughter leeping in her arms, 
Her eyes faſt fix'd on you, and beaming forth 

| Affection inexpreſſible, the while 

14 Her tongue in gentle whiſpers, told her heart. 
| K I NG. - 
No more, no more. She was a queen of queens. 
TI lov'd her truly. She has ever livdd 
An ET wife, I'll go and walk. 
I'll think of what you ſay, and if my mind 


7 


| | Finds nothing to diſturb it, come again 
| And act as you adviſe me. (Exit. 
IX THOMAS 
Have I quench'd 


The furious lame! May i it be quench'd for ever. 
PII ſtay and watch it, If it mounts again 
"Twill be more vehement for this repulſe; | 
Like the ſmith's forge, that glows with double heat 
Upon its ſooty maſter, often daſh'd 
With watery allayment. Let it mount. 
Vigorous reaſon may again n 
_ Huſh! ſome one enters. 2205 
(Enter NORFOLK. ) 4 


| Secks your grace the king? 
He's juſt withdrawn, 


NORFOLK, 
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NoRTO LK. f 
No, Sir, I come to you. 
Sent by my Lady More, who waits without, 
And begs admittance to you, out of breath, 
And almoſt ſpent from her abundant haſte 
To bring you evil news. See where ſhe comes. 


4 


(Exit NoxFOLK. 
Enter Lapy More. 
 $IR THOMAS; * 


MV Lady, what diſturbs you? 


LADY MORI. 
- Give me leave 


To pauſe one moment, and expe to hear 
News that will make your heart ach. EN 
1 THOMAS _ ISS 
Speak it quickly. 
Are all my daughters well ? how does my ſon ? 
Who's ill? Sir John? Marg'ret ? 
EY METS oo TE 
A ſudden fire 
Has burnt down all your barns, and half your 1 A 
$1I%K THOMAS 
God's will be done, And el 
LADY MOR. 5 
No, not a ſtraw. | Your corn is all conſum d. 
—TineFeger Jan ONE ee e , 
81A THOMAS. E 
Part of my houſe too burnt ? Say not the room 
In which I kept my papers. N48 
E 3 5 . 5 


150 SIR THOMAS MORE: 
LADY MORE. | 
Yes, that mw 
And the two rooms adjoining. - n 
8 $1R THOMAS 3 
Worſe and e 
"_ lives were loſt ? | 
LADY MORE. 
No, none. 


$1k THOMAS. 
s | And uo one hurt? 


| LADY MORE. 
None that I hear of. 
s IR THOMAS. [7 4 
Where did it begin? 
LADY MORE. * 

In one of your own barns. 

SIR THOMAS, 

And from what cauſe ? 

LADY MORE. 
The negligence of your next neighbour's ſervant, 
As is ſuppoſed ; who came to borrow ſtraw, _, 
And was too little careful of his light, | 
His maſter's barns were burnt as well as yours. 

S8 IR THOMAS. | 

Poor man ! he could but ill afford the loſs. 
He has eight childern and a heavy rent. 

LADY MORE. 
What ſhall we do? The workmen muſt be ſent for. 
Our houſe is open both to thieves and weather. 
3 We 


* 
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We muſt be ſaving, and procure a purſe 
To reinſtate ourſelves, Shall I diſmiſs 
Some of the ſervants? Tell me. 
$1R THOMAS. , 
| * Let them find 
New maſters if they can. If they return © 
Still unprovided, I'll maintain them all. 
Diſcharge none ſuddenly. Tis a hard lot 
To be turn'd looſe upon a vicious world _ 
With neither oars nor anchor. Such a ſea 
Might ſhipwreck honeſty tho? built of oak. 
Go to your neighbour and enquire his loſs, © 
Give him all comfort, tell him not to fear, 
I will repair his fortunes to the full. 
LADY MORE. 1 

Surely, Sir Thomas, you forget yourſelf. 
Remember Charity firſt feeds her own. 

$1R THOMAS. | 
My Lady, I'm refoly'd that no poor neighbour 
Shall ſuffer for the loſs that humbles me, 
Tho? it reduce me to a cruſt of bredd. 
Do as I bid you. Make the poor man happy, 
And be yourſelves contented. Go to church + 
You and your family. Be truly thankful * 
Life is ſtill left us, and enough to live os. 5 
We dhall be richer when it pleaſes Gd. | | 
Go and be cheerful. I am nothing fad.” | 4 
As ſoon as I have beg d the king's permiſſon, 

D IN 
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I'll come and give thanks with you. 
(Exit Lady Mons. 
| Such is life. 

Full of ſtrange le which overſet 
E'en in an inſtant the proud work of years. 
Now, could I argue with the Atheiſt's ſkill, 

And lie to my on mind, till it believ'd _ 
+ All things that happen are the work of chance, 
I thould apply the piſtol to my ear, 
And die the dupe of cowardly perſuaſion. 
For I am poor indeed. My papers burnt 
Rob me of more than human heart cau think, 
More than my family ſhall ever know. 
What have [I but my places, which depend 
Upon the favour of a fickle king, 
Whom I this moment anger? Let it be, 
If J muſt fall, the will of Heav'n be done. Exit. 


SCENE «changes to the Gardens. . 
Enter ANNE BULLEN alone. 

I wonder if Sir Thomas and the King 
Be partei yet. It was # knotty point 
That needed ſuch diſcuſſion, Oh! I ſee 
Sir Thomas at this moment takes his leave. 
The King has ſpied me, and is hither coming. 
Now muſt I urge himy bring what news he will, 
To put a ſudden period to my cauſe, 
And make me queen, or leave me as 1 am. 
{Enter the KING.) 


A TRAGEDY! „ 


Your majeſty looks ſad. I I fear Sir Thomas © 
Brought you no welcome counſel, - 
> ERS. 


* | 


No, he has ſtrain'd the finews of his wit 
Fighting againſt me. For the wretched 8 
He pour d out all the honey of eee 
And ' faith ſhe was an angel. | * ele 
ANNE. 
Sir, adieu. 
K IN. 
Nay, nay, be patient. Tho' he mov'd me mucb, 
I am not conquer'd. I have ſeruples till. © 
Now let me hear my lovely Bullen plead. 
Tell me, dear Anne, what courſe ſhall I purſue, 
To give content to my diſtracted mind? . e 
ANNE. 3 | 
What have vos done before you ? 1 
When the ſtrong Alp oppos d him, hew'd his way; 
He fought with and ſubdued the ſtubborn m_— | 
And tambled his proud head into the N 
r | 
What mean you Anne ? Speak plain. 
ANN E. 


N 
. 1 7 
OY 


— 


4 Were I a kings 
And my deſires as laudable as your's, - hat [4 


My kingdom's ſafety, my domeſtic peace, | 


All on one wiſe any proper act depending , 
I'd do that act, tho? to accompliſh it By 4 


I pav'd my way with twenty thouſand heads. 
KING, 


Welcome — — 2 


| 
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KING. 


And fo will I— ſblood, girl, thou haſt a ſpirit 


Stout as an Amazon's. - 
$1284 ANNE 
Our ancient kings, 
When did they halt and quit the great deſign, 


| Awed by remonſtrance ? Had a ſubject dar'd 


To ryle your Anceſtors as ſome'rule you, 
What had he paid ? | / 
KING. 
The forfeit of his head. 
ANNE, © 
And not the forfeit of his head alone, 
But his eſtates. O Sit, you are too cool, 
Too calm and patient with theſe meddling fools. 
And, tho? it is an office of much hazard, 
I muſt inform you, you are much deceiy'd 
In thoſe who counſel you—remove them from you. 
k ING. | 
What! ſhall I part with More? 
"ASS. 
| And part for ever. 
Send him to heav'n, | 
| KING, 
Sweet Anne you counſel inn. 
It were a blot that would for ever ſtain 
The page of ſtory, to be ſo ſevere 
To one fo excellent. He has a name 2 
# % $1 In 


A TRAGEDY. "1-0 4 
In ev'ry corner of the globe, at home 
Loy'd for his virtues, and eſteem'd abroad | 
For his great learning, judgment, and politeneſs. | | | 
Beſides the anger of an Engliſh King | 
Is fenc'd about with forty thoufand checks. | | 
He cannot facrifice his bittereſt foe "ILY IO | 
Without attainder and a bill of wrong, . 
To be allow'd him by the jealous lords. 
And ever factious commons, 8 | 
ANNE. 1 
| | Let ſuch bill 5 | 
Be mov'd and paſs'd. It cannot be rejeQted. | 
The houſes both look up with longing eyes . 
Eager to ſerve you. Are there not in each 
Of proteſtants and papiſts equal halves; 
Fearful the one leſt you deſert the pope, 
The other hopeful of a ſpeedy change, 
And therefore both obſequious > Truſt me, Sir, 
hs apfarogdar tw nora” | tos | 
More abſolute. than Nauk | Dan 
K IN o. 


— —— —— —ñ —— — — 2 — 


N Ay but ſweet Abad 
More is an angel te dy Für eyes; Welte, 
And to oppreſs him in the adverſe hourwunrnr | 
Were donbly odious. He has loſt by fire | 
All he poſſeſs'd. His buildings are all burnt, 118 ; 
His papers and the profits of his land, P | 
Nor ey'n his houſe itſelf preſery'd entire. 3 7 
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ANNE. b 

Then win hien with a bribe, For he has wants 
Whoſe threatning aſpect would the ſtouteſt virtue 
Stare out of countenance. His family | 
He loves and feeds, and keeps no ſparing houſe, - 

Lib'ral to all who ſeek him, friends and foes. . 
\ Beſides he has a hand for ever open 
To whining beggary, and alms on alms 


Laviſhly ſquanders. 
KING. 
But what bribe ſo great 
Shall buy him to our purpoſe? | 
ANNE. M 


| Honour, honour. 

And with that honour its 5 aovadens wealth, 

Advance him to' the ſteeple-top of favour, 

And tell him for that favour he muſt ſpeak 
The courtiers language, and read nought amiſs. 

There is a man that ſerves your majeſty 
Whoſe place he well might fll—a haughty * 
Hated by all your people, and averſe 
| Now at the laſt to his good maſter's pleaſure, 
Tho! he has fed him with a liberal band 
| For almoſt twenty years. 
| KING. 
What, Wolſey ? 
ANNE. { 2: 
| Yes 


| He who torments your people wth exactions, 


* 
Pere wing 
— 
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Sere wing the pence from the lean peaſant's hand, 
But yielding nothing from his proper purſe, 


Tho! richly able. He who like a gulf 
Swallows preferment, and ſtill thirſts for more.. 
Prime miniſter, Lord Chancellor, of York 18 
Arch-biſhop, Biſhop of Wincheſter and Pr 
Legate and Cardinal, adminiſtrator 
Of Bath and Wells, large. penſioner withal _ 
Of Charles and Francis. He who like a leech 
Sucks from the houſes of religious monks 
Their whole ſubſiſtence, with the modeſt plea 
Jo found you colleges for wit and learning, 
The rather building for himſelf alive 
Imperial palaces, and when deceasd | + 
Eternal monuments. 4 
KING, 

I do believe it 
Yet in the will he open'd when I chid him, 
He ſhew'd me that to me had bequeath'd 
All his poſſeſſions. To confirm his word 
He gave me inſtantly this Hampton Mnf 
Built as he ſaid, on purpoſe to preſent me. 

ANNE. | | 7 

So when the thief has ſtol'n into the houſe, _— | 
He pats the quiet maſtiff on the head, „ 


And feeds lim bountifully from his wallet. 873 


He, by the bribe ſeduc'd, ſtands by and aw uns 
And ſuffers the ly villain undiſturb'd, 


To reimburſe him with his maſter's gold. 85 


1 
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Think you he means to make the king his heir? 


I dare be ſworn he glories in his heart 
To-ſee you fo unwary, while he ſtrips 
Your family the kingdom of its fleece. a | 
What is his view but to ſecure his children | %, I 
Born out of wedlock, maintenance and homes; 
To have a thouſand ſcholars chanting maſs 
And ſinging requiems to his guilty ſoul? 

"| KING, 
Faith you have hit it, Tell me more, my girl. 
I do believe that overweening prieſt . 
Abuſes my protection. I remember 
Many unwarrantable acts he did. 
Not long ago he ſent away diſpatches | 
Without my knowledge to the court of Spain, 
Commanding Clarenceux my herald there 
To threatets Charles with war—nay, to declare it. - 

ANNE, 

Twas one of many his audacious deeds 
That call for chaſtiſement. He plays the prince 
In word and purpoſe, with amazing pride 
Treating your ſubjects as if he were king 
And you his miniſter. | The houſe of lords 
Abhor him as the plague, becauſe they ſaw 
The rights of Peerage almoſt cruſh'd to death 
In the deſtruction of poor Buckingham. 
The commons hate him for his forward tongue, 


1o diate their proceedings; and becauſe, 
| 2 Too 


* 
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Too proud to aſk their leave to levy money, 


He has oppreſs'd the nation more than once : 
With warrants of exation. m. 
KING. 

| r 2 I remember. 
He rais'd an inſurrection in the city, 
Not long ago, by ſuch illegal means. 
ANNE. | 


And laid the blame upon your royal ſelf... 

He has the art of ſoothing, and transters 

At leaſt one half of the vex'd people's hate 
Upon your majeſty. ile 


KING | 
Ungrateful « cur ! 
I'll trip him of his honours, turn him out 
As naked as he came, and whip him home 
TS play the tyrant in his native Ipſwich. 
ANNE. 

Believe me, Sir, you cannot find the deed ' 
Would raiſe you higher in your people's love. + | 
He has long liv'd by ſlaughter of your flock.” | || 
To you their ſhepherd they look up with hope. 1 
If you protect them from his bloody knife ' | 1 | 
And ever buſy ſhears, about your threne 
They will aſſemble with unfeign'd attachment; th E „ 
Crowding to ſerve you with their lives and fleece. 
Protect them not, hut let him ſtill prevail, 0 f 
And they ſliall hate you with ſupreme ah 
As they hate him. 

KING, 


nn ed — —_ — 7 


24 — 


Bo SIR THOMAS MORE: 


KING, 
Thou ſpeakeſt IPA Anne. 
Would all my couſcllors were wiſe as thou art. 
ANNE. 
Suppoſe thi you diſmiſs this e prieſt. 
Obſerve how coldly your diyorce proceeds. 
Is it not Wolſey's fault; His lips are ſhut—- 
He countenances nothing, but reſolves 
To crofs by ſilence what he dares not thwart 
By open oppoſition. He has hate, 
How kindled I know not, to me and mine. 
He envies me your majeſty's regard, 
And truſts he can oppoſe ſubſtantial bars 
To all your hopes and mine. 7 


"KING 
But by the Lord 


We'll diſappaint hin. Shall he out to-day ? 
ANNE. 

Mark its expedience. The great ſeal revok'd 

May purchaſe More. He cannot be your foe, 

And plead againſt you, bought ar ſuch a price. 

Send the proud Cardinal to die at York, 

Stript of preferment ; or if cauſe appear 

| Arreſt him of high treaſon. Such an act 

Will make your people love you, and beſides, 

Fill your drain'd coffers with the Card'nals-wealth. 

More will be ſatisfied, your queen divorc'd, 

And all run ſmoothly as your heart can wiſh. 

As for the pope, his menaces are wind. 
Regard 


rA x12 Bi 


Regard him at; HM our. kingdopy.is Y νn. [tA 
And you the head:ſupreme. of church 19Y 
Your people curſe the tyranny of Rome, 
Made wiſe by ſtudy. They will gladly join you, 
Defy the uſurpation of the chere, ebe 0 vid 
And caſt away ita oke. + od {art nit H i 
mn 77 IN & ao! aid tio m NET 
| 2 an a Dear, lovely tl, and oH 
Thou art an angel, and haſt fllid, my. ear d Nod N 
With doctrine ſweeter than the pgete: fouge,» n 
Be thou my privy, council, From thy.lips - gaibos 1 
Give me ſweet kiſſes fox my. daily fare. o h A 
And make me wiſe and bappy· Come, you rogue, 
Indulge me once again. Nom I am ready: 1 v ον * 5 
I'll ſend this: inſtant, and command that prieſt | 


To yield me the great ſeal, and hence for, Y 3 beak 
J will not ſee him, for his artful tos 


May move me to compaſſion. He all down, 
I ſwear he ſhall, and More ſhall be exalted. 


1 (00 
(IU AIC 


SCENE * 5 Sin TrHoMAs's Library. 
SIR THOMAS and Lavy — e a —_— 


4 


15 


Ds LADY Mn 1. . 9 | 
wal. fo — for repairs, 9 much for gran, 


So much for the proviſion of y: your bouſe, 32-15 20 bi 

And all together will amount to ſo much. 

Look at the r. J think 3 it now exceeds . 9H, 
| F All 


35 in THOMAS MORE: | 


All we en raiſe.” 8 
Vour nnn, 8 W 
41 10 . | . Ems 


[Neva / 
We jeg & v1.) 


Aan wen fell bo no KY a 


Pl firſt repair his lofs, and then my own. 

He has no friend at court, nor any place 

Whoſe profits may redeem him ont of wat. 

He has work'd hard, and yet cbuld barely be, 
Feeding fo many fittle mouths at home, 
And fore d to pay a more that equal rent 

To att unthrifty and oppreflive landlord. 

He never aſk d fot all the paint he takes k 
More thin his wits inight challenge, food and raimenr, 


And thoſe he mall Hare. 


Fl 


( a Servant.) | 


SERVANT» to 

| Kr d. Dat of Nat 

ume bs fon you. 
$1R THOMAS 

Fu bim to walk in. | 

old {Exit Ste Auf.) 

My Lag take the r and be gone. 

Ei Labr Monz. 

(Dien Nonroxx.) 5 ä 


'l 


Tour grace is welciile. | 
MM NORFOLK. 


Sir, I ruſt 1 im, 


For 


— 


A. TRAGEDY. 7 


For I am come the meſſenger of news F 
Grateful to all who hear it. It has plead et 
an er partar ee . 
His odious miniſter the Cardinal. / 
- Myſelf was cn effec 
Te make demand; eu e Gan 
He parted with reluctance; not like me, 
Who thus reſign it with a cheerful heart, 
To one who merits like Sir Thomas More; 
AS fete an aria ras 
England's Lord Chancellor. 
7; 01k Ten. 6 ©} 5H 
fg eee 
Is Wolſey fall'n ?: 
enen, e 9. af 
N He ia, and boiſtaeous jo 
E All che feets 
Re- echo with huzzas, God ſave the king. 
And may he live for ever. Not a ſoul, _ 
But bellows extacy from leathern lunga, 
And with exertion ſets his face on fis. 
At fight of me they paue'd, and ſtoodto bear, 
Till I had told chem what my meſſage was 


To their good friend Sir Thomas. At your name 


Again they beliow'd, lifted high their hands, 
And yav'd their ham ; with ſuch 3 thupd'ring Gout | 
Aſſailing my poor ears, as unde them ring 01 
Even to Chelſea, aud has  confus'd them 


F 2 81 


Y 


They ars ſcarce yet tecorer'd. ©. 


fi 


% sIR THOMAS MORE: 


"7 5 'T/H OM AZ x 
4 1. Sure your gtace 

Has, i in your Wa thn ws ferns, 0D 
Miſconſtrued what. his majeſty commanded. . 
It cannot be to me he gives the ſeal. - e 
I am a layman, of no noble hauſe, try 1 
Impeded with a family of children. H 
'Tis uſual to beſto w ĩt on divineese 
And men of learning. Let me pray your giace * 

To pauſe awhile, and recollect yourlſelt, FF. 

N 0 KF DK. 221 nd 


Sir Thomas, I have harbour'd no miſtake. 
Vou are the man to whom the king diſpatch'd me. 
To you he order'd me to give this ſealal, 
And ſay withal, it was no other cauſe | 
Mov'd him to grant it but your well- M worth 
And great ſuffiniency, which overtops A 21 
All chat himſelf could wiſh, his people 3 . 
You muſt repair as quickly as yowcan; -,, = | 
To Weſtminſter, and meet us in pe po. 


F 
o 


, Thence to be led by Suffolk'and ons iv bn A 
Into the * — to bis En r d 5 1 


hn 0 , og 11 of 

I will obey your grace. 80 Wolſey's "RE 0 oh 
And on the ruin of his ancient for- T 
More is compelI'd to riſo. :'He'was.amans 3.ll, A 
Of vaſt abilities and made his King 1 
5 2242 * 9e Tobe 


- 


3 AVTRAGEDY. 5: 8g 


The dread and enxy of the fartheſt world, me x2 v1.72 
How ſhall I fill his ſeat? My little light 
Will be to his but as the taper's ray,, 4g 
Which, while the ſun was up, was ſcarce diſcery'd, 
And had but feeble glory when. it ſun k. 5; 7 
I would his majeſty. had ſought elſe where 
And found an abler man. But ſiuce on e 7 
He piles the load of honour, I receive it, A 
Grateful to Providence, which thus ſupport?s 
My almoſt ruin'd houſe. I'll ſee the man 
Reſtor'd to all he loſt, tell the good news (1 
To old Sir John and my dejected children, 
And * away for TRE with winks ( Ka 
8 WA” 


' SCENE 2 iba PRES 


Enter the Kino meeting ANNE Bur ran. | 
| | KING. | 
Ah ! my ſweet Anne, where have you hid yourſelf ? 
You rogue, [ bring you news will make your heart 


Grow riotous with j bj Rs r- | 148 
| ANNE., 4 
; What news, dread Sir, 
KING. © © 


The Cardinals are routed, I've ſent one - 
Smarting with'infult to my Lord the Pope. 


The other is deprived and gone to Eſlerr ED F | 


Till further orders teach him; then to Vork. 
The peers have fouhd him Sony Here, Job 
2 Fraps 1 ANT 5 — 


0 


$6 SIR THOMAS MORE: 


Here is an invent ry of all he trad; { 
The total ſum of his illagotieh wealth, + 5 
And 'tis all mine. I've ſent the ſeal to More. 
More Bas accepted it. Within the hout 
J ſhall expect him here to give me thanks, 
And then I'll urge him to approve my cauſe. 
And ſure he will approve it, for look here, 
Look here, my jewel, hereare the opiniom 
OF all the Univerſities in Europe, 
And all are in my favout. I ſhall yet 
Defeat the arts of that 6'er«bearing Pope, 
Live like a Chriſtian blameleſs, and enjoy 
Peace and my lovely Bullen. Cotne, + ki. 
My news deſerves it. Hark ! what noiſe was that ? 
(Enter NoxyFoLk.) | 
| N@ORFOLK, 
Sir Thomas More waits on your majeſty. 
KING. 

W Mw die le." Der Ao be. 

(Exeunt Nox. FOLK one way and ANNE another.) 

Enter Six THOMAS.) 

Sir Thomas, I have long'd to fee you. 


85K THOMAS, 


And I too 
Have long/d ts ſes the gracious king 1 farve, 
To thank him for his goodneſs. WAITE Hant 
I bleſs him for this inſtance of his love, 1 
Which once more lifts me from diſtreſs and want 
To wealth and plenty. I could only wiſh 


Your 


Your majeſty had found un abler r nt 
In him whom [you thus honour, 


Av". — Hol acht dir el 


71268165 lr eee 0 
3 0 1t9 
Sir — ns pu 47 
And what your merits and domeſtic e | 
Demanded at my hand. All tac I a e © 1 
In n 110 
Is your advice. : idr la 46 ger mit war's 


A THOMAS 
TIONS: - 


[Poor as ith willngab and arts 
Whenever add. 7 Jura 4 4 189897 4 
ö eee rtr 
s ties itmewith auth, // 
Now I conſult you. eu AP #7949 
Of me and my.divarce/? 11 
O81 THOMAS 
— — 
I have been all an all engag'd at home, |; 


Since I departed, in my Gee. yk 


r og 0 
By my late ſutden Jofſes.. Let me pray youg 
Conſult your. other counſellors. - MV mind | | 
Is atiderang'd; and I bad aner jet 


88 SIR TAHUNTAS MORE: 
| nr vat 151dg ng ü bed vs 11% 
, 44161 'Loqkyowhere,” ; 101 
Here are the teſſ imonies of the Church, 
Of alk-the/Vnivefitics in Europe, 
Of Oxford Cumbridge, Angiers, Bourgee, Orleans, 
Thoulonſe, Bologila Padua and Fer lara 
And all agree tas eonttary 40 la W n „ „„ 
To marry Gath'ri*6/ and the diſpenſatio t A? 
Granted by) uli us muſt he deem d invalid. on 
What think you of all this:: 
Ag R THOMAS. 
412 ©! bined e The Church is wiſe, 
The Church is learned. The Church may be right, 
Perhaps it is ſo. Leaning on the Churehzov--: : * 
Your Majeſty proceeds on firm ſupport. | 
Why need you urge an individual voice? 
| Iz 1: 190004 rogayy are, 007 Hiolno) | ww 
Becauſe you have a name in Chureli and State, 
And all my people and the world at large 
Look up to ybu, deeming your judgment trutl! 
And candid equity. Leannot thriue | 
And be divorc'd wick that applauſe TWiſj , by 
While'you:oppoſerme. "To your Books again. 
Read witty attention and a hearty wn 
To ſerve your king. I muſt mot be deniel 
| Your vote and countenance; when the joint voice 
Of total Chriſtendom confirms my ſoruples- 
Go, and be buſy, and, your i 


Sock us again, and be the man we love. (Exit P, 
BIR 


1510/A TRAGEDY.*1: 2389 
SIR TrROMAS lands awhile in aſtoniſhment. | 
Enter Non ros k.) \ 
NORFOLK. | 
Sir Thomas, an expreſs is juſt arriv'd, | 
Who brings intelligencerhat old Sir John, 
mn | ve. "fv gy 8 
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Peace to his ſoul, he could not have expit d 

At a more happy ſeaſon. 
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The Funeral Proceſſion of Sts. Jou Mon, followed by 
Six THoMAs and all bis Fair v. As they proceed, 
Sin TroMas fleps afide, and MARGARET follows 
bim. ee. 


. * FC : + x 11 
- 3 i # * . L 3 4 * 14 * 1 „ 4 4 4.4 


$1K ann 4 ant . 14 


AY, eome, my child, We will not to the grave. 
For 'tis a painful thing to fee interr'd 
Thoſe we bare 100 d, tho" they depart in years. 


1 with Cecilia too had ſept aſide. 


She knows not what it is to ſee the earth 

Cloſe on the friend we muſt no more behold. 
MARGARET. 

"Twill grieve her moſt acutely. I was preſent 

When he expir'd, and 'twas a moving fight 

To ſee with what ſolicitude ſhe cheer'd 

His ſenſible departure. On her brow 

Sat anxious pity and aſſiduous hope, 


And almoſt charm'd the gradual death away 


With ſilent ſoft perſuaſion. At her looks 
Sir John himſelf was pleas'd, and with a ſmile, 


A TRAGEDY. 2 gy 


As if to die were eaſy us to ee, ð 1 9” 
Expit'd approving in lis elbe chart. 
$1R THOMAS» ng 
May all our exits be as ſmooth. as his... | + 
See, what a bleſſing e eee | 
To leave the world, and feel no ſecret ſtings 
From a reproving conſcience. What is death 
Te Mn he I RNs 1 
A quiet haven, where his ſhatter'd bark 
Harbours ſecure, cill the rude fterm is pe. 
Perhaps a paſſage, overbung with clouds 
But at it's entrance, a few leagues beyond 
Op'ning to kinder ſkies and milder ſuns | ny | 
And ſeas pacific as the ſoul that ſeeks them. . / 
. MARGARET. zo! avs 
And what is death, Sir, if the little pence  _ 
Of life's tumultuous eve. be chas'd away ... .. 
By recolleQion of improper deeds  _ /, 11, 
And duties not perform'd 3 Awful in S 


To im aha ene * [wer 4 
With growing apprehenſion... | "I = | 5 
014, THOMAS Fol en 

.f abi f 1 
Therefore will yon and 1 be honeſt ſtill | cf | 
Tho? we die beggars. nl | 
Shall our good hearts acouſe us. Ha mim, T 
No man's oppreſſ ee * ; 
And do our duty tho we die in ſtraw. 41 | 


— — 3 
* 
S 


They come from church. — 1 


92 SIR THOMAS; M QR E: 


Soon as the aiſles are.clear'd we'll enter them.. 

I wiſh to ſee where n father ſleeps. Ercant. J 
1 rn 

SCENE — ie, of the Church. Aal 

S1K Tron, ant MandAuEr. 


291115 . wo 7 274 
8 + 4 & 1e M A a 2108 


See whit lie lien. The race of life is run 05 1 
And here he fleeps for ages. Ninety Ja: 
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Alive and active was the filent corpſe - Bp A | 
1 That reſts within this grave. How worderfut” dull 
ah - That the reſulting heat for ſe long time 


Should dance unweatred,”andforbear atlaſt ' 
With viſible reluEtanet®-that the blood * - 47 140 
1 Refrainꝰd by temperance, ſhould up and down im 
Travel ſo merrily, and hardly pauſe 4 
| [ b E'en in a cent ry. Pauſe it will at laſt Je 
And we muſt all lie down and kiſs the duſt . 5 12 
As well as this good man who flumbers here. 1 
f Simple or noble, indigent br ficht... 
This is our home. Ay, there rofl mother ſleeps. 
She was the moſt deſerving of her ſex. * 9 
Thy fooliſh father ſhed a world of tears 
When he there placd her. Marg' ret —_ J 5 
As I am ſickly in eſtate ard health, d, 
Lay me beſide her. I wotild reſt my bones 
Under this very pot. Mark it with care. 
And when I'm buried let a ſtone be plac d 
Juſt here, upon your mother's grave and mine, 
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{NUT RINGEDY. 112 „„ 


That here at leaſt we may ve undiſtutbꝰd j ſium / 
A plain ſmooth ſtone witlidbr'eriibelliſhment}>> £ 7" 
And not disfigur'd with a vain acount b o't” 
Of virtues more than mortal e er poſſeſs d. 4 
Let it tell truth; nd tell it in ſeœẽ word. 
Better to ſay too Httle· cad too ,i- :4llo22G 221.1 
I have a ſhort inſeriptiom in taycdeſ >! 0 A 
When we go home, I'Il ſearch and give it yon. {A 
Why weeps my daughter? Child, if I am ſad 
Let it grieve not you. I have many cares 
You have not heard o.. 
11H AK AH. vol; fog) 
Det me know them, Sir 
Trouble is ever lighten d by complaint. 119 m3 vintO 
Reveal the grief that proys upon you., heart 
And it ſhall Ralf enpire.. © %% 
311 THG A. 47 bob. - 
dard wm ν,νν „hy ſhould I. tell 1 2 - 
'Twill make thee wretched tho! it eaſes ma- 
MN BT > 7 922264 k bag 
Not more ſo than E ahn hus aſſur d ,.:, 
Something afflits you, and Lk nom not what. * rr 
Perhaps I ſhall enhance the latent ill, -,... I 
And be more vretehed while it lies conceal'd, R 
Than when it js made known. 1 | | 
SIR THOMAS. n ba. | 7 
| 25-4 1:4, Wild, ,I muſt fall. | 


I cannadivitilinagricy ſupport A 
le , 


My ruin'd fortunes. To eſcape from v 1 | 


g 


„% sIR THOMAS MORE: 
I muſt be cruel to a virtuous ſoul , ö 
„ Nie 
i Tho” On: 171174 

| | un 04227. 3262 

| i SG8Booner let us want 

F444 Linc Meng blo, 
| 


A houſe to live in, e e vue, 
And beds to fleep on- 


| 2 80K Wee THT 
1 Tbere my danghter ſpoke. 
1 I will defy the hardeſt lot of life, / | 
1 f Can'f thou believe it, Marg ret, that the king 
| | Gave me the noble office: which I hold | 
” Only to bribe me, to procure my voices er 
| Againſt poor Catharine ?. And Gul Tire jc 6 
No, tho! it rouſe his anger mountain high, 
And for my loyalty I laſe my head. 
There is but one thing that withholds my hand, 
Making me cautious how I give effence, 7 
And *tis indeed a ciroumſtanes that grieves me. 
Tis, that our fortunes are ſo interwoven, 
The blow that ruins me will ruin you; 
And make my children beggars like myſelf. 
| MARGARET, i 
Bir, let it not diſturb you.” 2 | 
a n THOMAS. / 
| I onal 


Err at 
But how ſhalt? requite it to my children'?- ef 175 
| Daney depends upon me. My ou on Ins 
Has nothing yet 69 fee en: Wen bad e. f 
My father could not Help us. Allis half” 
Goes to his widow ere it comes to uu. er 3 
My Lady Alice will favs uo ſupport; © + +» * 
We all be ſcatter like the wortied flock, 
Thou mu recs — Ki Gio: ES Pts 
Cecilia muſt with Heron'to his father's. 
The little I have left muſt be beEE]l —— A 
On Lady Alics; Daticy, and EE UE 
John and myſelf muſt ſtarve, ot be content + K 
| To car nn, i e 
MARGARET, 
Dear, Sir, you break my heave, Be more compact. 
Our little fortunes will be 
Send Daney to his father's.” Yew Joby | 30 
And Lady Alice, come and he with um. 
Or let us hire adjvining houſes, finall ___ 
And ſuited to our incomes. e 


” 1 * * 


21 mo N 
* | rh} Jo we will 4 * s 


* SIR THOMAS: MORE : 

07 MARGARET rod rm 7) 
We will * modeſt i in our wants, diſcharge. _ 17 
All but one ſervant each, live on plain diet, 
And nicely manage our, exhauſted. means. 
We will ſhun pleaſure and expenſive dreſs, , 
And Jive ſecluded from the public eye, 


Contented tho? reduc d. We will not 5 Ry IT 


The neighbour or the — to our woo raf bel] 7 NU 
But ſteal away to ſolitude and books; Nan -4"F 
Pleas'd with the mem' ry of triumphant virtue, 


And poverty preferr'd to vicious wealth, | 
If yet our wants are more than we can fed, 
We will be unattended: . My own hand 
Shall do the houſe-wife's work, ſhall vin and knit, 
And cam by induſtry ſufficient bredde. 


S IR THOMAS, '-/ 
My moſt deſerving daughter. Thou waſt wing 


To teach thy father virtue, I was dd. 
But the ſweet patience of thy pious heart 
Revives and gives me comfort. Ves, I'll go, 
And gladly bid fare wel to courts and princes. + 
Poor we muſt be, but we will {till be juſtt. 
And live upon the hope of hetter days. 1 
We will preſume the Author of events 

Approves of our endeavours, and perhaps 

Yet ere we come to ſorro and the grave, 

Will bleſs our patience with an eaſier lot. 


Come, we will hence contented. For my Gather, N 


Let us eſteem him happy that he died. 


A TRAGEDY: '/* of 


He ſaw our glory, and withdrew in peace. X 
Go to my Lady. Tell her my intent. 

Reveal it to your ſiſters. Honeſt girls, 
They will be griev'd to hear how ſoon we part. 


Tell thy unwelcome ftory by degrees, 


And mingle comfort with it. I'll to court, 

And when we meet again, meet me with joy, 

Tho' I return as poor as I was born. . 

I ſhall not be long abſent. Wolſey's gone. 

His maſter was his heir before he died, 

And I expect to find him at York-place. | ¶ Ereunt. 


SCENE—the Country between Chelſea and Londen. 
Enter Six Tuonas Monz, meeting TUNSTALL. 


TUNST ALL. 


Well met, Sir Thomas, tis to you I come, 


$1R THOMAS. 

I'm glad to ſee your Lordſhip look ſo well. 
Preferment does you good. You were but thin 
When we return'd together from Cambray. | 

TUNSTALL. 
Ay, thin from application, want of reſt, 
And unabated travel. Now I pauſe 
And take my time, no longer yok'd with you, 


A ſteed of ardent ſpirit, never tir'd, . 
That jaded me to nothing. By your office | 

You ſhould improve in looks as well as J. 
Plenty purſues you, yet your brow is ſad, 7 
And your check pale. L 


G $IR 
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51x THOMAS. 3 
: Ay, pale as your's was * 
From conſtant application, want of reſt, 
And unabated travel. Pack-horſe like, 
Still I am plodding on, and find no reſt 
To gather fleſh like you, worn to the bone 
By everlaſting toil. My Lord, fine gowns 
May hide uneaſy hearts, and ſo does mine. 
TUNSTALL, 
Then let me comfort you. I know your cares, 
I know your wants, Sir Thomas. You are poor. 
Your family is large; and 'tis your wiſh | 
You had in hand to ſerve them. Hear me then. 
IT come deputed from the convocation, 
In name of all the biſhops and the clergy, 
To thank you for the pains you have beſtow'd 
In writing volumes of fo great defert 
In vindication of th' eſtabliſh'd church. 
, s IR THOMAS. 
My Lord, they do me honour; but their praiſe 
Was not a fee I wiſh'd for. 
TUNSTALL, 
; No, Sir Thomas, 
Nor is it all they offer. Well aware 
How much your fortunes have of late been hurt, 
They grant you readily four thouſand pounds, 
As a free gift to recompence your toils. 
8 R THOMAS, | 
My Lord, they ſhew a ſpirit which becomes them. 


A TRAGEDY. #7 
It makes me happy that the church 1 ſerv'd_ 


Have prov'd themſelves ſb worthy of deferice. 1997. 


I beg your Lordſhip to aſſure the houfe®®!/'5" *- 1> | 

I'm heartily oblig'd. *Tis comfort to fe 

To have my ſimple doings fo approv ' d. 

But for the money they are pleas'd to tender, 

I ſhall not take a periny, on a9 0 V7 

"$8 HV PLL 2900s 15 25 * 

d 27 . . en bd 

Was it not well-deſerved? If eee ee ny 

Muſt noi be recompenc'd, virtue tntft ſtave, 

And worth, in ſpite of talents; be a deggarv {39143 G4 


Conſider cooly. Tis but a ſmall gift. * 364k 
I was commiſſionꝰ d to . - yet F 
That it ſo little merited keceptatice, e. 

"Fink THOMAS kw 


My Lek I at determin'd, not a — 
What, will you have it faid in rae wands = 
The church were fo deficient, that they brib & 


. woes ore * 


1 puny T ALI. all. 
I cannot think, Sir Thomas, eee *r 


So well aſfut'd of your corjtempt for thepeys 


Will ever be ſtfpictons th 8 10% Ys 210 

um as L ch He! bay 
e "via THOMAL 

(. They hever ſhall. 

Therefore i Ae ee e ee wo \ 


To be one farthing richer by the church. 
G 2 TUNSTALL 


| 


tt! 
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| runs TAL. | 
Suppoſe then we proceed on other terms. 
Let us beſtow. it on your family, 
Your wife wu. 
SR s IR THOMAS 
15 1 Nota doit, my Lord. | 
Who zien my family — 2 
If J look on, another ſhedding blood, 
And tacitly approve of what he does, 
Falls not the guilt of murder upon me 
As much as if myſelf had puſh'd the knife ? 
So then if I refuſe a proffer d bribe, 
But wink at him who puts it in my purſe, 
I may be ſtill eſteem'd corrupt and venal. 
No, Tunſtall, they muſt not accept the gift. 
I thank you for your, zeal to me and mine. 
T love and honour you. Out of your gown  1/ 
You are a chriſtian friend and honeſt man. 
I know it gave you pleaſure, to be ſent | 
With this good news to me. Accept my eg 
"Tis almoſt all Sir Thomas has to give you. 
Pray let me not detain you. Norfolk comes, 
And has perhaps ſtate · buſineſs for my ear. 
Uſe all your eloquence in convocation, _ | 
And tell the —_ 1 am much their friend. 
$621 r \ {HW Dae) 
Enter Nonroue,)i | 
Your $racty or I'm; Hot GE me. 
| into oft d / NORFOLE. 
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ATRAGED TL. to 


„ ;önDOe e i Gem 7 
Yes, Sp, apd bring is eee e 8 0d 
That you this afternoon explain his cauſe ©: ! !. -- 
Before the lower houſe—that you unfold; i _/1 A 
Th' opinions of the Univerſities, - 1 | 1 54 754 
Beyond ſea and at home, and as much as may be 
His marriage furthering, and his juſt doubts * 
Approving and commending. 
ven THOMAS. 


?' 4 * 
a - # # 
L * : 480. 
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Intends bis jelly beyond al & abe N H 

To marry Bullen? N bn 

| N % RTI. 
Sir, beyond aka. 


I've heard it ſaid, the nuptials are already 
Conſummated in private. This I know, 


They live as man and wife. 
81K THOMAS. 
| Returns Four grace 
To meet his mijeſty «it hase bd Il U 
NoRTOL k. i 
mahnen 
8 IR THOMAS. vs | 102 p58 * 


Then, I beſeech you, hear my little prayer, 
And when you've heard it, bear it to the Bags r 
I grow infirm and fickly, and my mind 4 
Loſes its wonted vigour, My requeſt i? 
Is, that his majeſty would give me leave | 
To an his ſervice ere I miſbecome it, 


G3 It 
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Tt may ſurpriſe your grace, I would reſign, 
Soon as I think you have made known my prayer. 
J'11 be at the king's feet myſelf, and yield "1 
The ſeal in perſan. Do not aſł me why. 
My reaſons I conceal, I pray your grace, 
How does yaur noble ſon ? Is he _ ET ola 
Or does he ornament his native ifle ? 1m al 
I do not think a more accompliſh'd. man | 
Lives in the world, He manages the pen 
As bravely as the trancheon. With the one 
He overthrew the Scot at Flodden fighd, 
And with the other triumphs ev'ry where. 
He wins the laurel twice, and ſhould be crown'd 
Victor in arms and ſong. Where is he now? 
be nonro zk. 
At Florence, Sir, maintaining Geraldine. 
SIR THOMAS. | 
The beauteous ſeryant of our hapleſs queen, 
Pray, Sir, commend: me to him, If I live 
Tin be un al rejoice to fen N. | 
(Exit Six Tons.) 
NORFOLK. 
So then, the king muſt loſe his chancellor. 
I ſee, More will not ſerve him under Bullen, 
Well, bonefty b becomes us, but I fear 
Twill make Sir Thomas ſhorter by the head. 2 


£ 8 , 

S + * 1 414 3 . 
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SCENE 


SCE N E 22 to Sin TroMas's Library. 
Enter MARGARET, ELIZA, and CECILIA. 


MARGARET. , 
Well then, my ſiſters, we are all agreed, 
Our father has done wiſely to reſign, 
It ſhall not grieve us to be quite reduc'd, 
Rather than urge him to the thing he loaths, 


| ELIZA. 
It only grieves me we muſt be divorc'd 
From this our lov'd, and long-remember'd home, 
And from each other. We, whoſe happy days 
Have all been ſpent beneath the ſame kind roof, 
And who, in our whole lives, have ſcarcely * 


A fortnight's ſeparation. 


ITT | 
Ap my girk, 
'Twill make your hearts ach when our our buſbands come 


And tell us they are ready to be gone. 

For my own part, I am almoſt reſolv d 

Not to be patient till I ſee my father 

And take a formal leave, but quit his houſe . 
Silent and unobſerv'd. 


ELIZA _ 1 
e Y 


"Twill ſeem as if we wanted juſt reſpeRt 
And filial duty. Let us ſhew eſteem Find. | 
And due attention in the hour of need. 
Ti the beſt gomfort of the humbled mind ; 
G 4 To 
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To find, tho fortune fails it, friends remain. 
No, let us meet with courage the ſad hour 
That parts us ever from the roof we love. 

Let us be reſolute, and if we can 

Go from our father with unweeping eyes. 
MARGARET, 
Yes, be content and cheerful. Let no cloud 
Hang on your brows, and no remorſeful tear 
Steal from your eyelids. Stifle grief within, 
Nor give it ſweet indulgence, till your feet 
Have paſt the threſhold of your father's houſe. 
*Twill give him eaſe to find your ſteady minds 
Repine ſo little at the ſudden change. 
Come, let's aſſume at leaſt the face of mirth, 
Tho' ſorrow preys upon the heart within, 
Our father will return before we think, 
And find us grieving. Let him find us gay. 
Twas his deſire. | Eliza, try a ſong. 
I've often heard you ſay, when the mind's * 
"Tis luxury to ſing. | 


112 * 
Ves, plaintive airs, 


— and fun'ral anthems. Serious ſounds - 
Are the ſweet banquet melancholy loves. 
eiter 
Sing us that little air you made Ne N 
It ſuits the ſolemn temper of my mind. 
Begin, and . amearn part to me. 
Ern elena, = 


Jul 


A TRAGEDY,' © wes 
CD as the ent cloſes enter 8 ix Tons: 
| Arn TRAOWAS .. 
Thank you, my little friends. To hear you abr 
Makes my heart dance n N Have you told 
them 
What I requeſted, Marg” ret? p 
MARGARET. | 
Les I have, Sir. | 
s IR THOMAS, 
Why, then I thank them twice. And would to God 
I had ſubſtantial bleffings for you all. | 
But we muſt part, Eliza, we muſt part. 
Cecilia, we muſt laugh at ſev'ral homes: 
We diſagree ſo much, we mult be ſunder'd, 
And meaſure ſwords but ſeldom. I am poor, 
And muſt be thankful to your ſiſter Marg'ret 
For my own food and lodging ; nothing now 
But plain Sir Thomas in a fuſtian coat, 
With neither robes nor office. Ring the bell? 
I wiſh to ſee my butler. Here he come. r 
Enter BurLER.) 

Harris, to-morrow I keep houſe no more, 


127 


7 


Your maſter is grown poor, and can't ſupport ou. 


Here, take theſe letters. They are all replies 
To applications which I made for you, 
And for your fellow-ſervants. 'Read them all, , 
The oldeſt chuſes firſt, the youngeſt laſt. | 
You muſt all leaye me, but I'm glad to tell you 
There are much better places for you all: * 
BUTLER, 


— 


= 
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— 


Ls 


If I feed you, I cannot live myſelf. 
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' BUTLER, 


Sir, I have never wiſh'd a better place. 


1 will attend you Kill, or rich or poor, 
And be content with nothing. 


SIR THOMAS. 


My good friend, 


No, you muſt leave me. Go, and go in peace. 
You've ſerv'd me truly. I may ſerve myſelf. 
Before I die. If fo, I'll learn from you 
To ferve with honeſty from year to year, 

Be fatisfied with wages never high, 
And quit my mafter's ſervice with reluctance. 


What wouldſt thou ſay ? 


BUTLER, 
Ladies, the horſes wait, 


SIR THOMAS, 


What, muſt we on ſo ſoon? Go, bid thaw wait. 


(Exit Burr xx.) 
My daughters, I had hopes we ſhould have din'd 
Once more together. But I'Il not detain you. 
Since we muſt part, tis better to part now. 
God bleſs you both. Be cheerful and content, 
And let not my misfortunes vex your hearts. 
PU come and ſee you ſoon— perhaps this month. 
Thank God, my limbs are luſty. I can walk 
Some diſtance in a day, tho' I grow old. 
John ſhall attend me, and we'll come on foot, 


Staves in our hands, and wallets at our backs, 
3 The 


A TRAGEDY: | 1% 


'The poor man's ens Farewel, my dea. 
Ern ETLIZA an oY 
Now Marg'ret, let ve be our accounts, 
Diſpoſe of all we have, and leave the houſe. ,/ | 
Child, doſt thou weep? Let not thy courage fail, 
Mine will ſoon follow it. Look up and ſmile. 
Come, we have paſs'd the hour I dreaded moſt. 
My daughters are both gone, and I have brav'd, 
And they have þrav'd the pain of ſeparation. 
Where is my Lady? She will not commend _ 
The deed which makes a beggar of her huſband, 
Who comes? Norfolk ! What ang 
hither. | 
(Enter NoxFoLk.) 
NORTOLEX. 

Sir Things I muſt once more trouble your 
"Tis the king's pleaſure you repair with ſpeed: - 
To Lambeth palace; there to take the oaths: 
Requir'd by the late ſtatute, to maintain 
None but the king ſupreme, to hold Queen A 
Our ſoy'reign's lawful conſort, and her iſſue 
Heirs of the crown ; and the young Lady Marys. 
Daughter of Arthur's widow, Prince of a waa 
Unlawfully begotten. 19675 Jae? 

SIR THOMAS. | 

Has an act i 
Of ſuch a purport paſs d thro! both the houſes? , 

_ NORFOLK. 
It has; and more, Sir, Cath'rine is divorc'd, 


The 
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The king is married, and Queen Anne is crown'd. 
I muſt return in haſte, and have but time 
To tell Sir Thomas tis my warmeſt hope 
He will incline to favour the king's pleaſure. 
The enn. of a prince is death. 6! 
| | Exit NoRFOLK.) 
s IX THOMAS. 

Herodias has prevail'd, Herod is pleas'd, 
And I muſt be the martyr. Yes, I come. 
Marg' ret, my child, why are thy looks ſo ſad ? 
Smile at the ſhadowy troubles we have paſs'd,. 
For we have pains to come ſhall treble theſe, 
And make them hardly worthy of a figh, . 
I muſt be gone to Lambeth. I may go 
And never more return, For thy poor father 
Has enemies that long to ſhed his blood 
And will prevail. Go to my Lady Alice, 
Support and comfort her. Give me one kiſs, 
And grieve not if we never meet again. 
God bleſs you. 

MARGARET. 
Sir, let me entreat you, ſtay, 
Stay, and let Roper croſs the water with you, 
Let me attend you. 

s IX THOMAS 
No, Ill go alone. 
Hang not upon me, for I muſt and will. 
| (Exit diſordered.) 
MARGARET. 


A TRAGEDY. .,, wg 


MARGARET, (at the door) | _ | 
He has made faſt the door. What, Roper, Roper: 
Some accident may happen. Whate's the WP Mn 1 
_ *Tis bolted. Roper, Roper. | | x 
(Enter Ro ER.) 
ROPER, h 
Why d'ye call? 
MARGARET. War 
My father is gone out in great diſorder, 
I would have follow'd, but he ſhut the door, 
And bolted it, —Purſue him with all ſpeed, 
And overtake him. Do not be denied, 


But keep him company. He goes to Lambeth, 
You'll ſurely find him at the water fide. 


(Exit RorER haflily and MaAROAR ET after him. 


SCENE changes to the Hall of S TroMAs's Houſe, 
Re-enter MARGARET followed by Lary Monk. 
LADY Wonk OY 
Where are you going thus attir'd? Abroad ? 
MARGARET, 
Madam, not far. I'll preſently return. 


LADY MORE. LL 
Let me walk with you. 
MARGARET. 
1 muſt go alone. 
Tis private dukneſs, and requires diſpatch. ( Exit) | 
LADY MORE, 
And I may find companions where I can, 


\ 


H 


Time 
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i Time was, when he who liv'd within theſe walls 
| Could not have mov'd à pace, but he had met 
Crowds of gay viſitants. Now all is huſh'd 
And ſilent as a church. Wit is expir'd, 
Laughter is gone, and muſie is no more. 
Too well I ſee, the poor are never priz'd. 
Wealth is the magnet which attracts us all. 
And be our virtues brighter than the ſun, 
Be we poſſeſs'd of angel's excellence, 
If fortune leaves us not a friend remains. / Exit). 


ACT 
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SCENE— 4 Street. 13 


Ro ER croſſes the Stage, MARGARET follows hin. 


MARGARET. 


IS it not Roper? Roper. Yes it is. 


ROPER. 
Who calls me? Marg'ret, why came you to Lambeth „ 
MARGARET. 
How can you aſk me ? Have I not a father ? 
And is he not this moment wanting aid ? 
Where is he? | 
ROPER, 
I was coming home to tell you 
And wiſh my tale was cheering. I o'ertook, _ | 
And croſs'd the water with him to the palace. 
We found the clergy waiting, great and ſmall, _ 
To take the oaths. The only layman there 


Was poor Sir Thomas. He was firſt call'd in. 


The oaths were giv'n him. He Or them both 
With 


22 SIR THOMAS MORE: 


With ſtrict attention, but refus'd to ſwear. 
His reaſons he conceal'd, and for his filence 
Was ſhortly after (let it not alarm you) 
Sent to the Tower. 


MARGARET. 
To the Tower ? 


ROPER. 
Ves. 


But the worſt evil that attends him there, 
I truſt is Chort confinement. 
MARGARET. 


Let me lean 
One moment on your ſhoulder. I am faint. 
Your ſtory has ſurpris'd me. 

2 ROPER 
| Gentle heart 
Take courage. Try and walk a little on. 
The air will give you ſtrength. 
MARGARET, | 
Perhaps it will. 
ROPER. 


Now reſt a little, Do you feel refreſh'd ? 
| MARGARET, 
Better. 
ROPER. 
| But till you tremble, and your lips 
Are paler than your cheek. 


MARGARET, | 
Regard it not. 


I int 


A TRAGEDY. „f 


I am recover d. I can ſtand alone. 
That ſigh has done me good. One moment more 
And you may leave me. 
ROPER | 55 
| What ſhall I begone 
And 1 you fainting in the public ftreet ? 
How can you think I have a heart ſo hard? 
MARGARET. 
I muſt be left. My ftrength is all return'd, 
And I will travel ere I eat or drink 
To ſee my father. 
(Exit Maxoazzr followed by nes 


f 


SCENE FOR to a Room in the Tower, ; 
« Six TrHoMas alone. 

Such is my home—a gloomy tenement, 
And ſolitary as the peaſant's hut 
Upon the barren mountain. Not a ſoul 
Deigns me a viſit. All my company 
Are toiling ſpiders, who conſume the day 
In ſpreading nets to catch the harmleſs fly, 
An emblem of myſelf. - For what am 
But a poor, helpleſs, weather-beaten inſet, _ | 
That ſought for ſhelter in the lowly ſhed © 
And found within the ſpider tyranny. M542 
Sometimes a mouſe attends me ſor my crumbs. | 
I bid him welcome; but the whiſker'd fool £1 
Is ſtill ſuſpicions that I mean him wrong. 
How kind was nature, when ſhe made the brute, 

| | H To 
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Which never found him: ending his ſad youth 
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To make him cautious how he truſted man! 
For ſuch a tyrant is he, that he whets — - 
The murd'rous dagger often for himſelf, - 
And ever for his brother ; ſparing none, 


His neighbour, or his kinſman, or his friend. 


Tis all his buſineſs to deſtroy himſelf, 
And all his ſport to trample on the brute. 
Track him in all his ways, in war, in peace, 
Seeking renown: upon the battle's edge, 
Amuſement in the cloſet or the field, 
His footſteps are all mark'd with ſavage bloodſhed. 
Philoſophy and Faith have each their ſword 

And murder, one for wiſdom, one for truth. 

The paths of glory are the paths of blood, 

And what are heroes and aſpiring kings 

But butchers? Has not ev'ry prince his knife, 
His ſlaughter-houſe, and victim What am I 
But a poor lamb ſelected from the flock, 

To be the next that bleeds, where many a lamb, 
As innocent and guiltleſs as myſelf, 

Has bled before me? On this floor perhaps 

The perſecuted Harry breath'd his laſt 

Under the ſword of Gloſter. Clarence here 
Drank his laſt draught of Malmſey, and his fon, 
Poor haplefs boy, pin'd infancy away ; 
All his acquaintance, ſotrow and himfelf ; 

And all' the world he knew, this little room. 

Yes, here he ſat, and long'd for liberty, 


Under 


} 
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Under the tyrant's aze.; And here perhaps 
Aſſaffination, at the dead of night, | 
With ſilent footſtep, and extended arm, 
Feeling her way to the remember'd bed, 


Found the two breathing prinees faſt aſleep, 


And did her bloody wark without remorſe. | 
O horrible to think of ! Such is man. 
No beaſt, whoſe appetite is &ver. blood, 
Wants mercy more. Shall I eſeapb him? No. 
No Marg' ret, no my daughter, no Eliza, | / 
No my good girl, Cecilia. I mtiſt die 
And leave my widow and my hduſe to mourn. 
Sorrow will overtake you, grievqus lofs,. 
Plunder, and beggary. Would that my eyes 
Might once mere ſee Jou all before I go. 
Ha! what art thou? Have I obtain'd my prayer? 
'Tis my dear Marg ret. | 
| (Emer Mancansr.) | 

Welcome, my good child, | 
I bid you welcome with a father's tears. 
I know you love me now, for nought but love 
Could have prevail'd againſt the thouſand bars 
That ſhut your priſou d father from the world. 
How didſt thou gain admittance? Haſt thou gold? 
I left thee poor, and do not think thou haſt. b 
Tell me, was filial tenderneſs enough, + 
And did the keeper's iron heart relene 
Ar the good daughter's pray'r ? 
H 2 
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it's N es. e nent ei 1 6. 
e I bought my way. 8 
. not with 95-4 ay for I have none 
By much entreaty; [ obtarn'a lat 0! - a nc hy 
An order from the ſecretary Cromwell. 
To be admitted to my father's fight 
STR THOMAS. Nl 
Good man, I love him. He ſeems; much . +. 
To ſee me in ſuch danger. May he lle 
And be as great an honour to his prince! e 
As, once, his maſter Wolſey. How does Roper? 
How does my Lady, John, and both W ſiſters? 
Have you heard from them ? 
"MARGARET," * 
Tes, n als are well 
As ſorrow and continual care permit. 
Griev'd all at your impriſonment, yet 1 
A better fortune hoping. ta Mot 
$IR THOMAS, 
Hope it not. 
Expect the worſb that malice cari ROT | 
And man can ſuffer. | | 
MARGARET, | 
= No, we. look for days 
When our good father ſhall again be free. 
We hope his majeſty will yet be pleas'd, _ - 
Finding Sir Thomas an obedient ſubjeQ. - 
SIR "THOMAS 
What! would ye have me take the oaths ? 
MARGARET. 


2 {AiTRAGEBDY. 17 
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nd wot! © 17/2 114 We would. 
And come again to Chelſea. and your friends. 
Conſider, Sir, how many 8 
All wiſe and conſcientious, have complied. 
"Twill hurt your character to ſtand alone. 
Is it repugnant to the law of God? 
Who can believe it, When the chuteh itſelf 
With readineſs ſubmits. None di ſobeys, 
Of the whole bench, but Fiſher, And 1 wiſe. 1 
In you, al to think Fiſher Tight, | 
| And all the reſt deceiv'd 2 Were it not ſafer. ; 
To judge that what the parliament-allows, _, 
And the whole church approves, is ſurely good, 
And muſt he countenanc'd, and not repuls d 
With vain reliance on our private thoughts? 
Sir, take the oaths, Eſcape from calumn y 
The world condemns you for a haughty mind. 
'Tis ſaid that you are raſh and obſtinate, -  // 
And want conſideration. | | 
my "$1 2THOWA 5%: +; 1 
Say no mare: | 
Poor Adam! 1 ene W 
And ate the fatal fruit, his wiſe requirigg. 
My daughter tempts me, and ſcaree refrain 
Urge it no more. I cannot change my mind, 
And, come what will, I am reſalv'd to die f 
With an unruffled conſcience. For my king, 
I love. hich and would ſerve him if I could 
„ H 3 | But 


118 SIR THOMAS MORE: 


But will not ſerve him, and offend my God. 

For Fiſher, think not that I follow him. 

The oaths were offer d me, and were refus d 

Before his mind was known, I ſhape my s 2 

By no man's faſhion, judging for myſelf. 

Nor care I what the world may think or faq. 
MARGARET. 

Sir, I mean not that you-ſhoald take the oaths, 

Becauſe the ſervile multitude has non 3 

I only preſs you to conſider well 

'Th' example of the good and SF 

Is not ſome def*rence to thoſe great men due, 

| Who ſcruple not ? and ought we not te thinle 

Our judgments may be faulty, and their's good? 

If they ean ſwear with fafety, fo may we. | 

The law commands it, If we diſobey, 

We are obnoxious to the public peace. 

Better conform, and deem that we are mon 

Wanting ſagacity to ſee the truth, 

s IR THOMAS. * 

Thou ſubtle Eve, I charge thee, ſay no more. 

Thov'lt make me angry, as I never was, 

With my good daughter Marg' ret. Child, be gene, 

Thou art much alter d. Leave me to myſelf. 

1 never wiſh'd thee abſent till to- day. 

Ay, now you weep. Well, well, I can forgive, 

Pe patient with me. I grow old and haſty. 

J have been almoſt dying more than once 

Since I came hither. Would that I had died. 

* « * „ 0 * = , | e There 


8 
1 


There is no comfort for me upon earth. 
Swear I will not, nor will I tell thee why. © 
I do not fay, others have done amiſs, * 
There are in our opinions, as in ſtates, 
Continual revolutions. Man is blind. 
He ſees but little, and muſt oſten err. 
"Tis prudent to believe we may be wrong, 
But not to alter till we feel convinc'd. 
Mine is a ftout opinion; *rwill not yield, 
And, come what will, T muſt maintain it fill. 

_ MARGARET. n 
fir, rare AE AE IT hb 
Lo port - 71 

'$IR THOMA'. 

FO} . Take the hh, 
And thank kids ee Yes, itil b, 
And ere it rifes will a law be made. 
Which mne 
But let not even death'diſturb'thy peace, N 
Mine own good daughter. ret te 
Whatever happens. eaters mari 1543 
My life is little ſhorten'd, I am ily zj, 
And if I die net by the king to-day; © il 07 
Shall die to- morrow in the courfe of nature. 
Go from me, and be happy» When Tm gone 


Think that I low thee, but lament me not. * 
Yes, I have 100 you all, but chiefly thee; ; 

For thou waſt evet in thy father's eye, jo FE 

Attentively regarding all he ſaid, 5 i SARI AN LN 


H 4 And 
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And ſoothing all his pains with ſweet concern. 

I bleſs thee for it, and, while life remains, 

Will ſtrive to comfort thee. Write to mg often. 
P11 anſwer ey'ry letter, tho? depriv'd 

Of pens and ink, and all my books remov'd. 

A coal ſhall ſerve me, and I'll write on leaves 
Which chance or charity ſhall throw before me. 
Haſt thou no ſcraps of paper in thy pocket ? 

O yes, thou haſt. , I'll put them in my boſom, 
And uſe them ſparingly as gold. Now go; 

And grieve. not that I chid thee ; for diſtreſs 

Had ſour'd my temper. Bear my trueſt love 

To both your ſiſters, and to all my ſons. 

Be good to the poor widow for my ſake ; 

She will have need. Come, now our fare wel kiſs, 
Leave me with fortitude, and be aſſur d 

In a few years we meet again in heaven. (Evens 


SCENE . to a Room in — — $ Houſe. ; 


; Enter Bo vis TS. 
bile _ a daughter ! Were they all like her, 
Earth would be heav'n, and angels would deſcend ' 
To live with men. Her unexampled love 
Remov'd the ſtrangeſt barriers, won the hearts 
Of her jnvet'rate foes, and made a way. -- | 
Thro' bolts and locks, portculliſes and bars 
Into her father's preſence. Such a child i 
Who has, is rich e Here comes her * 
(un 
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Euer Ror ga.) 
Well, Sir, what news d'ye bring? You ſeem furpris d. 


{,*57 © ROPER wb 7! 9 if 
ee 4 1 am indeed. Where is my wife)" | 
Have you not heard the parliament has paſs'd, , 46 
At the king's inſtance, a malicious act, Rr _y 
Which makes Sir Thomas guilty of bigh treaſon A >| 
His ruin is determin'd. He was charg'd, | 
In full debate, with ſtudying ee TS” 
And propagate ſedition thro? the land, it {ts 
By his refuſal of the proffer'd cats. 
'Twas urg'd, if he was ſuffer'd to eſcape, 

His great authority would ſway the people, 

And make them diſaffected to their king, 
Arch-biſhop Cranmer was againſt the bill, _ 

And told the king in private, twas his hope. } 1x 
That More and Fiſher might be both excus % b 
Swearing as they had promis d, the one an 
And not the other. But the angry king 
Admits no compoſition, fully bent 1 
To have the blood of both. The act was pal, | 
And as I came. I met the officers _. nts BAL Hel 
(Going to bring Sir Thomas to his trial. 

5 2006 „% eee 
You have aftoniſh'd me. But ſee your wife, 
Huſh for the preſent. Tell ber by _—_ : 42 | 
The fortune that awaits her injur d ag Ml ot 
I'll leave you, and attend upon the trial. 4 
When I return, expect to hear the works. Ae 
Enter 


* 


A , 


LY 
— 
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— 


— — — 
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Eater Maxcanzr. 
| | ROPER, 
Well, love, how does my father ? Will he ſwear ? 
MARGARET. 
No; he is deafer than the marble rock, 
He will not hear me. He is ſick and haſty, 
And, wouldft thou think it, chid me for my pains. 
Ro ER. 
Chid you, dear heart? Perhaps he did not know 
How much and painfully his mew. Jac ſtrove 
For that ſhort interview. h | 
MAKGARET. 
Fes, yes, he did. 
I told him ſomething of it, dut not all. | | ! 
] told him alſo what the world had faid, - | 
What Cromwell hinted, and what we advis'd. . 
And then it was he chid me, bade me leave him, 
Said I was ſtrangely alter' d, and declar'd 
He wiſh'd me abſent. 


ROPER, 
Re ee 


And didſt thou leave him angry as he was? 
MARGARET 
No; for he ſaw I griev'd at my repulſe, 
Accus'd himſelf for being old and peeviſh, 
Said he was ill, and bade me not,regard | 
The haſty words diſtreſs extorted from him. 
He comforted and kifs'd me, bade me go 
of Wun fatherly affection and concern 


— 3 — 


And 
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And promis'd to writs often, tho? the cruel king, 
Danſt thou believe it, has denied him pens, 
Paper, and ink. He has not ſuffer'd him 
Even a book to read, but there he ſits 
Alone and ill at eaſe, feeding his mind 
With melancholy thoughts, or with a coal 
Writing on ſeraps of paper and old leaves © 
Pick'd from the duſty corners of his gaol. 
He aſk'd me for the refuſo of my potket, 
And all the letter caſes I could find | 
I gave him. With a countenance of joy 
He put them in his boſom, and ſeem'd pleas d 
As if he had received a purſe of gold. 
ROPER. | 
Poor man, how much he ſuffers ! yet Ifear | 
He has much more to hear with, 
ETC Ls «© > lab 
| 0E. nean * 
I partly know it. — ana: | ft 4 
I wiſh he may eſcape, but muſt affure thee 
I think he is encompaſs'd with ſuch n 
*Twill be impoſſible, 
MARGARET, | 
| What baſt thou heard? | 
Tell it me all. He ſaid enough himſelf * 
To make me fear deſigns againſt his life, 
And told me we ſhould meet again in heaven. 


A 
SS LH 
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£59744 15375 : neee 03 5 aim 
Ay, fo I think, but never mote on earth. 111 
The parliament has paſ#'d a cruel aalt 
Which makes him guilty. of high treaſon, 6 au 
MARGARET. an A 
r. Well | 
Go on, as ay the ding hack giv'n se 
ROF ER... 11 
He has—he urg'd itt-and be thou but _ | 
PII tell thee more. 


MARGARET. in 245 
Ay, tell me all you "AY 


PI hear it all with patiencde. 
ROPER. 
| The vex ex'd 2 get 


— 


Provok'd I funk i. thirſty for his blood, 
And is in heart determin'd he ſhall die. 


1 MARGARET. 
Come with me. 1 will once again implore 
A paſſage to him, fall upon my knees, 11 
And earneſtly beſeech him to obey. #601921 / 
ROPER, £3 
Love, 'tis too late, 


MARGARET. 
| What, is he dead? 


{ "ROPER, : [41 
tit bir Dead? No. 

1 MARGARET. > bie 
Then I will ſee him, 1 will ſeek again 

The gen rous ſecretary, pray his leave 


N 


To 1 


# 
1* 7 
* 8 
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To be admitted once more to his ſight: 
And if his ear is deaf and I ſpeed not, 
I'll make my prayer to the king himſelf. - & 
.ROP/ER. -. * 


. Stay, 5 1 have not told thee all. ' Attend. 
Thy father is this moment on his trial. 
I met the officers who went to ſeteh him. 
MARGARET, 
Go then and learn his fate. III go myſelf, 
ROPER« - -/ 
Be patient, gentle heart, We ſhall know all 
Too ſoon, Bonviſe is there. The ſight of us 
May damp his fortitude, and make him faint 
Under the labour of defence. Be patient. 
Let us prepare to hear the worſt we may, 
And hear it bravely, 
| MARGARET. 
What! ſhall I ſtand hens 
While my poor father ſtruggles at the bar, 
Sick with confinement ? No, I will be there. 


( Execunt.) 
SCENE changes to a Street. 
Re-enter Roras, end MARGARET. 
ROPER, 


My love, conſider. We have far to walk. | 
Your ſtrength will fail you. Let us turn again. 

You are already heated, and appear l A 
Wild, and diſtracted. Let us reſt awhile. - 


Bonviſe 
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Bonviſe is coming and will tell us all. 
{Enter Box visz.) 

Now Sir, how does he? 
MARGARET. 
| Lives be or muſt he die? Say that he lives. 
And yet I know he would not take the oaths. 

BONVI 5K. 

Nor has he. 


MARGARET. 
Then he dies. Come ſpeak the truth. 


BONVIS E. 
Lor let it grieve thy heart. There was no * 
He is condemm d. . 
MARGARET. 
And is there no eſcape ? 
Is there no metcy, think you, in the king? 
He us'd to love him. 
BONVISE, 
] will not deceive you: 
1 think his execution is determin'd. 
| MARGARET: 
Oh ! unrelenting tyrant. 
BONVIS E. 
Soſtly, ſoftly. 
Remember we ate ſpeaking in the ſtreet, 
Where ev'ry door and window has an ear. 
Be patient and withdraw, Your father comes, 
Returning from;his trial to the Tower. 


Avoid 
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Avoid him, for the ſudden: fight of you 
May ruffle and diſturb his conſtant mind, 
Which ſeems more placid than the ſummer wy, 
When not a vapour clouds it. 
__ MARGARET. 2 
No, I will 
I will behold him. Which way is he led? 
rr 
BON VIS E. 
Lo? where he comes, preceded by the axg. 
There is a crowd and officers about him, 
*T will be impoſſible to gain acceſs. 
Diſtreſs him not. You will be cruſh'd and hurt, 
Perhaps ill-uſed and angrily repuls'd. 
MARGARET, 
Stand by, ſtand by. I will not move a pace. 


{Enter SIX THOMAs guarded, and with a compoſed 
countenance. As ſoon as he ſees his daughter, he pauſes 


and looks compaſſionately upon her. She burfls inte 
tears, makes her way through the crowd, and, un 


her arms about his neck, exclaims) 
My father ! O my father! 


( The guard interfere, Six TnoMas ſpeaks. 
| Touch her not, | 


She is my daughter. | 
"0 THoMASs beds tears, and they endeavour to part tem. 
st THOMAS. 
Ay, take me. away. | 
2 == . 
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God bleſs thee,' my good child. Come, lead me hence. 
My wool friends, take care of that bes rey 


2 e rer ways.) j 


SCENE 1 to a room in Bowv1sEg's Houſe, 
Enter Boxv is E with a Servant. 


BONVISE, 

A letter from Sir Thomas! Let me ſee: © 
Ha! how! to day! within the hour! at nine! 
Send Roper hither. This adult'rous king 
Is greedy for his blood. I never heard 
"8 Of haſte ſo unbecoming. Tis the ſpite 

[ Of Bullen urges him, and go he muſt, 
(Enter Royer.) 
O Sir, ſad news! Sir Thomas dies to day. 

a ROPER 

To- day, Sir? 
vponvIS x. 

Ves to-day. Approach and * 
1 hoon a letter from him. Come this way. 
Fil read it to you, and I'll read it ſoftly 

Leſt your wife overhear. 
| ROPER. 


2 Read it aloud. 
She's gone by my perſuaſion to her chamber. 
And Lady 1 More | is with her. 


BONVISE treads.) 
„ Worthy Sir, 


6 Sir Thomas Pope has been this morning with me 
4 | « And 
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« And brings me news that I muſt de to dy- 1 
* Within the hour—at nine.” 3 


2. „ 4 
* "7 Within the hour! | 


* Thin be ſufen now. Hark, hark. 
My ear deceives me, or 1 hear the chimes. ny 
Liſten and count the clock—ſix—ſfev*r n—eight—aine, 
That monſter Bullen has obtain'd her wiſh, 
And my poor pining wife will die for grief. 


BON * I $ E. | 
; ROPER, He 
I' take her inſtantly away, 
She ſhall not hear her father is no more. 
BONVISE. 


She muſt, ſhe ſhall. It is his own-requeſt 

She may attend him to the grave. Come, come. 

Think of ſome gentle method to reveal it, 

Hear the remainder of her father's letter, 

« I pray'd my daughter Marg ret might be Nen | 

« At my interment, and my pray'r was heard. ** 

« My wife and children may all follow me, 

« And I entreat them not to be o'ercome 

« By unavailing ſorrow. I am happy. 

« Tell my good daughter Marg'ret, I am pleayd 

c To recolle the ſweet regard ſhe ſhew'd me 

At our laſt interview. We meet again, 

« Not many ſammers hence, where gates and valle 

6 Shall no you ſever us, The handkerchief | 
I «TI gare 
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„ gave Sir Thomas Pope is fox Cecilia, W 
« The picture for Eliza, to be kept METS 
4 As poor memorials of their father's love. N 


661 give my warmeſt thanks f for all thy 1 


4 As thou haſt fed and benefited mmm 


« My blefling to them all. To thee, my friend, 


Few are the men who feed a duteous child, | 


* Since want o'ertook me, and I came to, pine 
« Here in a grated priſon. Love my, cl 
I will, I will. Marg'ret ſhall with me, 
And I will be her father. Ha! who comes 2. 
Dancy and Heron. 
Bua Dar epd Hxyqn. © 

My good friends, ſad na. 
Are you appriz'd that at this very moment | 
Sir Thomas may be kneeling at the block? | 

HERON. 2 

He is in hea' Ne We met Sir Thomas Pome, . . 7 


(ns 'd 


'To hear W with a bert 


So patient and heroic. Undiſturbd 
At che grim apparatus of the ſcaffold, 9 155 1 
He mounted chearfully, and, met his end hq 


With ſuch compoſure as the peaceful ang 


Brings ever to its duty. 
BON VIS x. 
| Still the ſame n 
In life's moſt arduous hour. I never e 


A face more cheerful at a wedding feaſt, | _ 
| 2 Than 
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Than his when be zppeared upon his trial. £508 t 
Yet was he feeble and came flowly fortn : OR, 


Leaning upon his ſtaff. His cheek was pale, A | 


And underneath it ſeem'd to harbour pain } go wh 
Not quite conceal'd. He was allow'd a chair, 
And, after he was'ſeated, ſigbid. But theſe 
Where all the marks he ſhew'd of diſcontent, NN 
Diftreſs or ſickneſs, 'E'en the dreadful fentence, p 
Which fil'd with horror ev'ry face _ » 
Mov'd not the cheerful conſtancy of his, | | 
How does Cecilia, Sir? | f 

| HERON, 

* I cannot ſay. 

Well, I believe. But her good father's fate 
So much aMiRts her that the never ſpeaks, - 
And, when I queſtion her of her own health, 
Anſwers me only with a look of thanks, 
From eyes that ever ſwim with ſilent grief. | 


* 


BONVIS E. 
And e 2 | 
DANCY. Har 
% + hey" gad i . 1 | 
She never ceaſes to lament and ſigh Th ns 
10 night or day. 
HERON. 4 
They will be both in „ 


This afternoon, to ſollow to the grave 
Their injur'd father, and condole his loſs 
with Marg' ret. Is ſhe well? How docs ſhe, Sir? 


| 
' 
1 : 


4 


ROPER, , © | 


They ſhall be * With an honeſt heart | 
And here they ſhall experience a warm friend, 


And know not how I could beſtow it better, 
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r en Kak oi 3 
A and ſee, Soon as f wives arrive, 
She ſhall have notice of her father's death. e 

May ſhe ſurvive it. 17 N 
* nonvanm e % 105% {2 Þ 

Let it 8 . 

By diſtant hints, and our own —— W ,, 
She has a tender heart, and freely grieve | 


For ſorrows not her own. I hope her Alter 
Intend to ſeek her at my houſe. | HOC 


HERON, c 43 45.4 
They do, Sir. | 


. BONVISE. 


I loy'd their father, and ſhall till love them, FE 
Whatever ills purſue them, bring them hither, . ' - + 
Happy to ſerve them in the hour of need. 

Live with me, if you pleaſe. 1 have enough. | 


Or more to my own pleaſure, than to feed 
And _ for life the children of my friend. 
| 7 Laue . 2 
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